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| And ſeveral other Eminent Poets of this Age. 
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The Duke of Buckingham. 
The late Lord Rocheſter. 
Sir 7ohn Denham. 

Sir George Etheridge. 
Andrew Maryel, Eq; 
The Famous Spencer. 
Madam Behn. 
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| Sir FLEETWOOD SHEPPARD. 


SIR, 


Nnovation lies under ſo very Scan- 
dalous a Name, that to break an : 

old Cuſtom, tho' never fo Errone- * 

ous, is eſteem'd* little leſs than the * 
profanneſt of Sacriledgies, So neceſſary we 
think, it to believe our Anceſtors wiſer, than © 
our Selves ! This makes me afraid to turn * 
out of that beaten Path, my Predeceflors -* 
in Dedications, have made the Via Regia © 
forus to tread ; they have nx'd the Cuſtom 2 
* | of rarely, or-never-ſpeaking Truth to our ? 
Patrons, andI ſhou'd be convicted of too Þ 

. open a breach of this, by more Witneſles 4 
bs A 3 than F 


-, 
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” The Fpiſte Dedicatory. - 


E than che Law requires, if T ſhou'd in this 
E Epiſtle atrempt your. Praiſe ;' becauſe all, 
| that have the Happineſs of an Intimacy 
{ with you, know, and all that have heard of 
© youbelieve yourl/ ferrt delerves the greateſt. 
Beſides I ſhow's incur- the Imputation 
© of that intollerable Impertinence {ome 
4 News-Mongers are {o guilty of, in repeat- 
þ . ing, with abundance of Ceremony, what all 
* the World knew before: And to tell my 
- Readers that Sir FLEETWOOQOD is a 
E Man of admirable Addreſs, and VICacity 
Ein Converfation, that his Re flections arc 
þ both Judicious. and Plcaſart; that be 
* knows not only Himlclf, but the World 
” roo; and other Truths, too numerous to 
F particularize, wou'd be but a dull Re. 
| petition of what his daily Converſe has 
| already, and cery moment does prove 
K ren thouſand times more cftectually ; ; for, 


3 Segnins iritant anintos dem fa per Aurem 
* Onan que farnt oculis ſubjeta . pf etque 
Z Tf I tb tradit as 
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| - The World Loves to hear fomething- | 
' new, ſomething not heard of before, viz. 
- Thar ſuch a Miſer is a liberal Mecenas 3 
4 fach a thoughtle(s perr Debochee, a Man 
of Honour, Temperance, Juſiice and Ge- 
neroſity ; ſuch a ſtigmarizd Sor, a Man of 
Addre(s and Wit : But I muſt inform*cm 
thac- the 'thred-bare Authors have found, 
ev'nithati'Mechod ineftectual ; all the De- 
dicator can ſay, will not perlwade the 
Parcimonious Patron to be liberal, or the 
Town to think him ſo: all his forc'd En- - 
comiums on his Senſe, will ſcarce make 
him ſo 'much a Man of Wit, as to rife a= 4 
bove ſome little paltry Preſent; for with 
Authors, Sir, as well as Whores, 


Res eſt, crede mihi, ingenioſa DARE. © 


And what-cver the World may think their” 
Brains, their Gold wilt be always ſterling * 
with the Pocts. +2 
TI eſteem my feif more happy in the? 
Choice of. your Patronage, becauſe it ſe- 
enres me from Scandalouſly incurring the 

« A4 {amsg 


* 


—_—_ # SS / 
P "> 'T * &, of * T 


Flame” Follies and Vices I condemn in 0» 
= thers. But as I have no common Pa- 
- tron in Sir FLEET//O0D SHEPPARD 3; 
E 1o I will not treat you like one, I'll endea- 
E vour to imitate Tox, Sir, that 1s, eutertain 
* you agreeably, as you do all your Friends. 
* But I'mnot fo vain, as to mean this of any 

thing I have, or ſhall ſay in this Dedica- 

tion: no, Ileave that lucky Aſſurance to 
E our brisker Authors, who full of them- 
© ſclves, and the Univerſity, ſet up Dogma- 
. ticly to aflert their own Excellence, and 
E the Follics of all others; let them think 
© to attone for their own nauſeous Tran- 
E flations, by railing at the poor Beaux, and 
= crown themſclves with Laurel, for having, 
© wretchzdly attaqu'd thole deſpicable Ani- 
E mals. ' The Entertainment, Sir, that T pro- 
k pole, 15 the following ColleQion of Verles, 
Ehere you'll find both Variety and Excel- 
Elence; for a great: many of the enſuing 
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ems merit that Title. 
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If there can be a Definiziorf- given us of 


OW! it, and good Poetry, I'm ſure the my 
» an 
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and Fate of Authors are not really ſo Ar- 4 
bitrary, as they are generally made. Bb 
have frequently heard Men, who have? 
in their Performances excell'd, cenſure 3 
others, very poſitively, without giving 
any Reaſon for what they ſaid ; when in 
thoſe very things they exploded, there / 
have concurr'd all they ever requir'd to a 
good Poem, Propricty, and Noble Bold- : 
neſs of Thought and Expreſſion, the 
Images daring, and natural, @-c. and in Di- ? 
ſcourſes, the Arguments demonſtrative, 1 
and fuccin&t ; the Refledions Juſt and? 
Brillant. On the other hand, I have ſeen? 
Authors, meet with a very wel-? 
come Reception in the World, who in' 
my Opinion have but a flencer pretence? 
to Merit. Whole works arelike Sr. James's 
Park on a Sunday or Holy-day, a ſtrange! 
Extravagant Medly, here a heap of dull 
Inſipid Stuff, with a perr Air, like a Coms 
pany of heavy, gawdy flurt'ring awker'dj 
City Prentices, with their Swords ty'e 
upto their Middles; there a dull Though 
dreſs'd in an effected Expreſſion, like Mik 


EPiyJHe TDedtcator 


Ir Ties wi, = Garb, as ſtifily adjuſted 
s her Father's Beard, when he goes to 

Change; or a Sermon. There. a 
falle glittering RefleCtion, ſet off with the 
{Emphatic Mein of a ſuburb Harlot to 
p Engage the ſtraggling Shop-keeper on his 
Dominical day of ' Vacation from Cheat- 
Ling : ; befxdes a thouſand other congergated 
_—_— like the Flood of the undiſtin- 
mſh'd Mob, that laborioufly contribute 
Ric ſhare of buſtle to the raiſi ing a Duſt 
{and Noiſe, as well as the Spleen. 


. 3 
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- But if the World wou'd receive the 
£ Standard of Wit and Excellence given us 
by {ſo good a Judge, as Mr. Dryden, viz. 
Wrprict of Thoughts and Words, "or 
be Thoughts and Words elegantly adapted to 
Sel Hubject, Authors wou'd meet with a much 

Ferent Fate, from what they have of late. 
They wou'd not build . their Repuration 
dn any Faction,and.challenge Wit trom the 
Wppos 'd Juſtice of the Cauſe they eſpoule ; 
om / the Emincnt' Man they have ' the 
Fa Int - 
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F Impudence to attaque ; or the Elimoſina- 3 
ry Verſes of their efiabliſhd Acquains7 
tance, the Tribute of their  Friendſhip,'® 
nor Judgment ; from the Extravagance of © 
the Paradox they advance, or in ſhorr, from. 
' the Aſſurance of their own parts 3 bue 
only from their true and innate Worth, ? 
as they equall'd, or fell ſhort of the | 
Standard of Excellence. This I defire ; 
ſhou'd be the guide of the Reader's 3 
Cenlure of the "following Verſes; not * 
that I've any Hope my own Will eſcape; 
the better by this means ; 1 | 
4 my felt bcfore-hand, io far from a Poer, 
that I don't think my {elf fo ; I krow by 
experience, that the Mufe has too much? 
of the ile of that Sex, the's repreſented? 
| of, to one that has no Money ; Want? 
ſincvin Poctry, as we!l as pleaſure 3 and an* 
empty Purſe will never win one of the? 
nine Siſters to the Arms of their greateſt 
Admirer. They are like other Tempoy 
rary Friends, flying from our diſtreſs, and} 
quitting ug like our Shadows, as ſoon as 
i» - * re . 
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T ho Epiſtle De, ica 0). 


*" Sp withdraws. I have met with too 
many Misfortunes, and too few Friends to. 
have Sedateheſs, and Freedom of Mind, 
: enough towrite, as Icou'd wiſh; without 
the Golden Bough, there's no Being 


Yn —Led thro the Cumzan Cave, 
Tobearth* impatient Maid divinely rave. 


Yet notwithſtanding this, I have preſu- 
| med to inſert ſome of my own Verſes in 
Ethis Miſcellany, whoſe Fate | ſhall not be 
tayer-ſollicitous for; hoping I may here- 
fafter be able to produce ſomething, my 
EEnemies will not fo eafily condemn. [ 
ſhall leave the whole, Sir, without any 
farther Apology, to your Candor, and 
good Humour, . who can not only diſtin- 
Fouiſh berwint: the Manners of the Aus» 
thors you read, and their Wit ; bur alſo 
low the Merit of the Performance, 
where you, and all honeſt Men, muſt con- 
gmn the Subject, 'tis to rhis Capdor, and 
$ * Ge- 


. 


"Ik Fyiile Dedicaory. ® 
Generous Temper of yours, Sir, that, with * 
| the Book, i commit my felt, who am, 


$I RK, 


. Your Humble Servant, 


CHARLES, GILDON. ©? 


| Advertiſement 
1 TO THE 

I Mongſt my other Misfortunes 
Y I bave lately met with an 
6755 Mdventare, which, for the time 
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ET confeſs troubl'd me mort, than an 
Be. ever befel me. A aull 1 - 
E pertinent | Abuſe of ſeveral of thoſe 
E Gentlemen, I bad publicly declar d my 
© ſelf an admirer of, being thruſt into the 
E Epiſtle Deaicatory of the ſecondVolume 
of the Lalies Letters, Some were 
bpleaſ d4 Very unjuſtly to lay 7 at my 
{Door. - I'm too ſenſible of my own de- | 
fefts tobe ſo Mortify d at the deſpicable |} 
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I! Opinion thoſe Gentlemen had of my 


b -fpeck this ſo publicly to ſatisfie thoſe 


ſenſe, who eliev'd it : but I confeſs F 
| 2yas ſenſibly touch'd 'with the Scanda-: 
lous Fudgment they made of my Mo-! 
| rals, which I ds without Arrogance\ 
pretend to be asOrthodox as any Mans, 
how Heterodox ſoever my other Opi-1 


nions may be thought by ſome. 


whoſe Friendſhip I value, and whoſe! 
Merit I bave ever allow'd, and cans 
' notbe brib'd by the Juſteſt Reſentment 
to deny or leſſen. I wiſh the Opint: 
ated Autbot of the Epiſtle, would be 
as juſt in the owning his Brat, as k | 
was unjuſt in its Produtlion. 
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POEMS. 


Several Occaſions: 
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His Majeſty's Coleyueſl 


I N 


IRELAND. 


Made immed iately after the Victory at | 
Sea, 1692. 


"OW great a Tranſport is a brave Man in; 

| Whea echoing Trumpets bid the Fight : 

begin ? 

[With Toy, the liſt ning W arricr hears them ſound, 
And rears himſelf, all raviſh'd, from the Ground : 

He graſps his Sword, and lifts his pond'rons Shicld, 


FAnd big with Joy, flics tothe fatal Field: 

þrbc God of Wax his heated Breaſt inſpires,. 
and his glad Soul ſwells to receive the Fires: 
B 2 | Already; 


i Fe Ji» 
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"POEM 


Already, hedeſcrys the diſtant Plain, 


Already ſeems to view the horrid Scene, 


Hear claſhing Spears, and Groans of dyingMen. 


Such was our Monarchs traaſport at the Boyne : 
There, Naſſas, all the Work was Heaven's, and 
thine, 
Thy ſelf the foremoſt, like the leading God, 
| Thy Soldiers glad! y follow'd thro' the Flood , 
Bending the Waves beneath them with theirTread, 
"They rais'd a Tempeſt, tho' the Winds were laid, 
Each Army, like a well-appointed Fleet, 
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 Curthro' the rapid Streams, and mid way met; 
\ Whilf from both Shores the thund'ring Ordnance 
| ſpeis, | | 
» Inlouder Sounds, than thoſe of Brazen Beaks. 
J All fn, Fire, Water, Earth and Air, 
© Joywinthe fight, and mingle inthe War, 
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Clokds of black Smoak the face of Heav'no ſcure, 
The Earthis ſhook, and the daſh'd Waters roar ; 


Hundreds are ſwallowed up, the furious Tide, 
With a ſtrong Current, rowls away the Dead. 
Already they have ſhot'the Gulph of Death, 

And need - oyer Lakes bencath , 

Fate ſtretch mſelf, and both the Banks beſtride; 
Fixing a deadly foot on either fide, 

Whilſt underneath his Arch the River flow'd, 
Whoſe Waters roſe up to him, ſwell'd with Blood 
By thouſand differing ways, athouſand fall, 


nd 


: See Death inall irs forms, and dire in all.* 
The Stately Youth, that ood ere but now, 
Struck by the mortal Dart, are leyellcd low g 

# Whole Heads andArms are lopt,the ſhivering Spear 
| Strikes irs ſharp Splinters thro' the wounded Air 

All inſtrumen ts of Death che Fates employ, 


- Whom the Seeds ſpare, the Waters do deſtroy; ? 
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From dying Chiefs the River gainsa Fame, 


UN 
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But Sconbere gives it an immortal Name: , 
Bred up in Camps, inur'd to horrid Wars, 


Loaden with Fame and Honour, as with Years ; 


p, 


wi wi H 3 


” Brave as heliv'd, the good old General fell, 
& And his great Maſter did revengoliliiwe 
| O!! had thy mighty ſhade been by ys have ſeen 
What Troops of Ghoſts he ſcat to wait onthine, 
'* Thy thankful Genins would his ſteps attend, 

The beſt of Maſters, and the braveſt Friend, 
" Tohim thy Art of Conquering would bequeath, 
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V'Vho fought to makethee famous in thy Death : 


_—_— 
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E For whill the Waters of the Boyze ſhall flow, 


Succeeding Ages ſhall remember you. 


Soldiers and Chiefs without difintiondrop, 


p Only the King, ood as Immorta'-p , 


Around # 
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JF Around thy Head a thouſand Deaths did fly, 
Spent inthe Air ; the boldeſt deſtiny | 
Durſt only touch thee in its paſlage by. 


Thy ſtronger Genim did the ſtroke decline, 

Fate had the power ofev'ry Life but thine. 
Heroes-on either fide ruſh dauntleſs on , 

The day is vaniſh'd e're the Battle's done. 
Groans of faln Soldiers mount up to the Skies, 
Compaſſionate Eccho's anſwer to their Cries, 

| Whole Heav'ns concern'd, as 'twereit ſelf in fight, 
And diſeaſed Nature ſickens at the ſight z 
Nought ſtops the merc'leſs ViRor in his courſe, 
| Strongly he urges on th* Impetuous Horſe, 

| Andbears down all with a refiltleſs force : 

So ſwiftly does he drive the flying Steed, 

* That Victory can ſcarce keep equal ſpeed. 
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Heaven * 
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* Heaven lookswith pity on the ay Dead,” 
| And griev'd to ſec ſomany thouſands bleed, | 
Spreads the thick Veil of Night,to keep themhid. 
The San went down with an unwontedred ; 
Bloody he lookt, as if himſelf had bled. 

\. Heſcen'd to fall inthe ſame famous Stream, 


Our Naſſau fought, and ſeem'd to fall by him. 


Thoſe very waters where the God lay Drown'd, 
Our greater Heroe paſt and went beyond. 

43 The Heavens withdraw thcir Luſtre,and cheirb ires 
1 Andi 
Night, Horror, and Confuſion, fill the Plain, 


t ſelf, the laſt of all, expires, 


> Darkneſs and Death, ſhut in the gloomy Scene, 
p 


Winds wait the dreadful Tidings round cheir 
7 Coaſt, 
: Aloud they tell them how their Ifle is loſt; 
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Bid them take Wings, and fly in haſte away, 
The C onqerour comes on, as Swift as they. | 
Fierce, and Reſiſtleſs, through the Land he paſt , * 
His Fame and hc ſeem'd to make equal haſt. | 


Ac his approach th' affrighted Realm is ſhook, 

The chiefeſt Cities yieldwithout aStroke, 

To the proud Walls of L mrick, Siege he Jays, 

W hich nought but Winter had the power to raiſe. L 
. The gathering Clouds do warn him to be gone, 

And timely ſhew the Tempetrſt drawing on, 

His Orders for a brave Retreat are given, 

The Pious Here only yields to Heaven. 

So Tyre ſtopt Alexander's eageggaſte;, 

Withſtood him for a while, ;ho' woa at laſt. 

Now he returns from the half vanquiſhed 1ſe; 


And ſecks in Foreign Camps for nobler Toy, 


He leayes his Army to his General's Care, 
And ſhews the ways, they muſt purſue the War? 
:. Wi h 


! Wich the vaſt Khap of the dreadritn $ Mais: 
His oallant Chiefs purchaſc their! ſhare of Fame, 

| TheyFought ſecure of Honour, and Succeſs , 
1 The Cauſe was Heavens, andthe Army his. * 

| Conqueſt i is eaſier made, when once begun ; 
FLike high ſwoln wate:s,when the Sluce is drawn, 
| The Torrent from a far comes rowling on, 

- To diſtant Realms his conquering Arms he 
- bears, 

Ang Hoſtile Lands are made the Scat of Wars, 

Or n him » and us theſe Bleſſings are beſtow'd , 

Peace flouriſhes at kgme, and War abroad, 

D Diſdairfull Princes are compell'd to bow 

, xd haughty France begins to ſeel us now. 

7 / ith Powers unequal,they a War maintain, 


i ompellcd already to Reſign the Main. 
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Tonſeveral occaſions. IH. 
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The greateſt Navy they could ever Boaſt, ' 
The work of thirty years, one Conflict loſt, 


Both Fleets encountred with Imperuous Shocks, 
Reſounding as the waves, thatdaſh the Rocks. 
The Cannon roar'd as loud as did the Seas, 
And Firc,and Smoak rowl'd oertac Ocean's Facey” 
Some ſunk, ſome ſcatter'd through the watry Field,” 
And ſome from farther flight diſabl'd Yield. 
Oncemore, we're Soveraign Maſters of the Sea? | 
And have our Paſlage to Invaſion Free, 
Oatke proud Foc, we may our Armies pour, 
Reſiſtl eſs as the Seas, that waſh their ſhore, 
Again, we may recover Empire therc: 

| Ezrelandcandoit, andits Monarch dare. 
'Tis he mult pull chegrowing Tyrant dowh 
'Tis he will lead the Briztifh Armies on. 


Goall yqu gallant Youths, your Arms prepare, 


Go with your Royal Leader to theWar. 


Your 
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Yours is the Right, with Conqueſt make your 
| Clam, 
And raiſe at once, yourFortunes and your Fame. 
4 one þut old Mcnconfin'd within our Iſles, 
{And tender Maids, nofit for mighty Toils. 
4 08 unpeopled; need not fear Surpriſe, 
Teaven has Created it a Guard of Seas. 
The Aged Sires to Altars ſhall repair, | 
A ad with a Pious Forcc,win Heaven by Prayer. 
þ heſighing Virgins ſhall your abſcace mourn, 
h id cyery Beauty beg your ſafe return, 
7 Wick Vows and Tears, affenting Heaven ſhall 
- move, 
And that ſhall Cs your Arms, and 2 your 
3 " Loves 
Thrice happy ViRorsdeſtin'd to receive 
Fhat Heaven, and heavenly Beauty has to give. 


Ryt 


on! ſevtral occaſions. ”"N 3 
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_ one, by far ſurpaſling all the reſt; | 
Shall make her much loved Naffas chicflyBleſt. 
The Queen of 3rizi», and of Beauty ſmiles, | 
And thanks her Conquering Warriour for his Toils, 
Each rowlling day,new Honours does prepare, .'* 
Gives him new Glory, adds new Charms co her.” 
He Reaps the noble Harveſt of the Field; 4 
And gives herall the Crop that it can yield. 
Thus whilſt his wreaths,thy lovelyTemples bind, 3 
-Andall the Laurel Crowns he won, are thine; - 
And all by Crowning thee becomeDivine; 


From every Part ſhall vanquiſh'd Princes come; : 
T hou ſhall pronounce the Royal Captives doom. 1 
Each Vaſſal ſhall bow down his ſuppliant knee, © 


And all the Earth receive their Laws from thee. 


Tune then your Jo Pceans to their praile, 
To our great King eternal Trophies raiſe, 
. 


ies, 


FLerthe good Dorſet all his Fights rehearſe, 

L henobleft Ations,in tho nobleft yerle.. 

b «ct the beſt Pencil draw him as he ſtood, 

1 epelling Fate,and the ſurrounding Flood. 
Painchim Triumphant over Earth;and Sea, 
Paine himſo great, as allmay know. 'cis he. 
All his lov'd Subje&s watch his wilh'd retura; 
; Prepare his Triumphs, and his Throne adorn ; 
FPour all your Freaſure out beneath his cer, 
: And be your Payment, as.yaur Debt is, preat, 
Supply him from your uncxhauſted Store. 


50 brave a Princenever led you forth before. 


| WE ng | A 
dreſerve him, Heaven, from all the rage of Wari 
Divere the chreating point of every Spear, 
Shield him,ſome God, and let no Shaft come 


c 
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on ſeveral Occaſit ns. 
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To AMARILLIS. c 
Out of the Anthologia of the Italian Poets. , 


Even Sommers Heats, and Winters Froſts arc 
paſt, | | 

Since, Amarillis, I beheld you laft : 'Y 
Yet, nor the Winter's Froſts, nor frequent Rains; : 
Couldquenchmy Fires, or cool my burning pains x .. 
Nor the ſeven Summers, with their ſcorching heat; q 

c- Expell my Flames, or make my Love abate. 
You, when the dawning day begins to break, 

| Are my firſt Song; yours, the firſt name I ſpeal 
And when the mounting Sun has reach'd his heightgl 


From his Meridian, ſhining warm,and bright , 


My Morning Theme at Mid-day I rchearſe : 


You fill my Numbers, and inſpire my Verſe. 


Thegj 
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1 Then when encroaching Night comes haſt'ning on, 
; The ſhadows lengeh'ning, as the Sun goes down 
4 Still their firſt Theme my conſtant Songs purſue, 

| Andall Icalk, and think, is ſtill of you. = 

L You, in my Dreams, my flatter'd Arms infold , 

3 Oh/ that thoſe Dreams, that ſooth me lo, could 
| hold: 

I Bet they once gone, and Day again in view, 


© Fj _ £4 


” With the renewing Light, my Pains renew - 

1 fly my Houſe, as that encreas'd my Gricf, 

| And yet in open Air, find no relicf , 

O're Hills,and Dales,thro' ev'ry conſcious Groye, 
by my reſtleſ $ Paſſion, on TT Rove, | 


| Kloud complaining with my pitious Moans, 

I fill the ſounding Rocks; and tire whe liſt ning 
| _ . 'Stones, 

| Echo alone, my loud complaints, returns, 
Echo alone, with kind condolceance mourns, 


. % 


—_ 


a 


bh # © 
ar = : « "4 
Of ; 
Ws "Y a 
- £ b 


"on ſeveral Occoſns. 19% 


mms ——_m 


— 


Ofc as the Sighs from my heay'd Heart ariſe, 


From-neighb'ring Caves, as often ſhe replies, 3 

Shares inore than half my Woes, redoubling all 4 
my Crics. 

Oft as ſome ragged Clift's aſcent I 2aio, 

And thence look downward on the diſtant main ; 

Mad as the Billows of the foaming Sea, 

To the regardleſs Waves, and Winds, I pray 

Paying wild Vows tothe fair Nymphs, that keep 

| Their wat'ry .Courts around the ſpacious Decp, 

The Sea, and Sea-green Nereids I implore, 

To waft me ſafely to the wiſh'd for Shoar z 

But ſhould that prove c00 much for them to oive; ; 

For me, too great a Favour to receive , X ; 

Still, let me go, tho' to be wreck'd, and loſt; 

If ev'amy wreck it ſelf; may reach her Coat. 

| How often do I bleſs the Zephyrs flight, 

b Which ſteers them tom y lovely Charmer's nal : 

Ml GC... vas 
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*  2?Wilſh that no Rocks may their ſoft Pinions tear, 


Nor Clouds oppoſe their paſſage thro' the Air , 
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But that, ſecurely, they their wings may move, 

Securely bear the meſſage of my Love, | x 

Tell Amellis haw her Daphnis dies, 

Expreſs my Paſſion, and repeat my Sighs. 

How oft, to Winds, whoſe ſwift mov'd Pinions q 
ſweep, 

-  Tatheir return from thence, the yielding Deep, 

| Did you, I cry, my Amaryllis ſee ? 

Anddid ſhe 2 did ſhe once remember me ? ; ] 


Does ſhe not yet, all thoughts of Love reſign ? 


+ Orare they, are they ſtill unmov'd like mine 7 

1 But the Deaf Winds, on which hoarſe Murmurs 
| flie, 

? And raging o'er the Seas, make no reply ; 


q 'O'ermy abandon'd Head, away they bear, 


* Mig [caveme motioaleſs, wich Grief, and Fear. 


q By g A 
Ba. RN « 
FA - . - 
ow 9 8 ' 
"ug b : ior 4 
TS ff . v3 . 
LS. he & 4 F 
Le 
»"s. s, po s » - 
bs Eg WE % " » » 
Cs waltho #6 an 4 "" FN au : _ 
- - * Y -1 » , 1 " L £ L 


as | on [ev brad Occaf ons. Wo 


Nor can the paſtimes of my fellow ads; k 


Nor Damſe! $dancing on the flow'ry Plains; 
Nor Songs of Sy/van Gods, compole my Soul; C 
Where Amaryllis has uſurp'dit whole, \. 


i 


| To CHRISTINA; Queen of 


Sweden. 


By Mr. Marvel. 
Ellipotens virgo, ſeptems Regina trienum, 
Chriſtina, Ard0i lucida ſtella poli ; 
Cernis quas wferui dura [ub caſſide ruzas, 


Otg, ſenex armis impiger ora fero. 
” j ws -.4. LE . 
Invia fatoruns dum per veſtizia nitor, 


Exequor C populi fortia juſſa man 


4 
wad 


A #16; ſubmittit frontem reverentior wnubra, v 


Nec ſunt hi oulins regibus uſq; truces, 


Engliſh'd by Sir F. S. 


Right Martial Maid, Qucen of the frozen 
Zbne, 


The Northern Pole ſupports thy ſhining Throne. 

Behold what Furrows Age, and Stcel can plow , - ( 

The Helmet's weight oppreſs'd chis wrinkld Brow, 
'» Thro' Fates untrodden Paths I moye, my Hands 
Still at my Free-borg Peoples bold Commands; | x 
Yet this ſtern Shade, to you ſubmits his Frowns, B 


Nor are theſe Looks always ſevere to Crowps, 
7 


_ on ſeveral Orca n_—— 


2M — HA 
On the. late Sickneſs of Madam 


MOHUN, and Mr. CO N- 
cf GREVE. 


. 


——— 


EPIGR AM. 


NE fatal Day, aSympathetic Fire 
A Sicz'd him, that writ, and her that did in- 
ſpire. 
Mobun, the Muſes Theme, their Maſter Congreve; 


(| 


Beauty, and Wir, had like to've lain in one Grave. 


%Y a Lab's s Arrival from 
Holland. 


LL things move forward, with a proſp'rous 1 


Ir 


Breeze, | 
b * And none but gentle Zphyrs ſwell the Seats 

. Whilſt the proud Ship irs pompous load conveys. 

' Holland, with Gricf, ſurrenders up the Fair, 

; Az we, with Pride and Joy, receive Her here F 
b Whil- in one bottom, they reſign their ſtore, 

: And by enriching us, themſelves grow poor : 


; Much tothoſe generous Provinces we owe, 


For Heroes much, but more for Bcaudſſhow. 


þ Abroad your Warriours conquer wich their Arms, 
8 And here alike, you conquer W ich your Charms, 
I While hourly i in yourcrowded ways you mect 


I The Youth of Britain bleeding at we Feet. 


; 


on ſeveral occaſrons. 


In War the vanquiſh'd Foes for Mercy ſue, 
And we bow down for pity here to y6u : 
Alike in Pow'r, you Life or Death afford, 

The conqu'ring Beauty, or the conqu'ring Sword, 


—_— _ 
— —- 
. 


— 


Engle d on a Medal of the French ; 
King' $, I 


Roximus C& ſimilis regnas, Lodoice, Tonanti, 
Vim ſummam, ſummi cum pietate geris , 
Optimus expanſis alis, at Maximus armis, 
Protegis hinc Anzlos, Tentones inde feris, 


Pun cocantFoto Ti ania ſeedera Rheno , 


Illa aquilam tantum, Gallia fulmen hab:t, 
Erngliſi'd thus : 


TEcond toFove alone, in whom unite 
Unbounded Virtue, wich unbounded Might. : 
C 4 Whertor 
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Whether to ſacconr Innocents oppreſt, 


s- Or qucll thoſe Monſters which the World infeſt: 


' Tavainthe Tirews againſt Heaven combine, J 


In vain the Imbatt{'d Squadrons croſs'dthe Kine, 
, [Theirs is the Eagle, but the Thunder's thine, 


ms. 


on ſewer al Occ: 


OY 


A Letter from two Gentlemen in the © 
Country tos Friend inthe City. 


Hile we in Country Cenyerſation Note, that » | 
the diffe. = F 
rent Print © 


Hear ſtrange odd ſtorics of the yjninguihe Þ 


. & what 
Nation, each writes, - 
That in the 
Roman 7s 
m1 
Knighr#hat 
Toy have the Truth of what befals in the Na. | 
| lick by the 


The heavy Dutch, and aGive Gauls: Squire. 
Which Side has got the beſt in Battles, 
And which has loſt their Goods and Chattels. 


You've all the Wit too that is ſown, 


\,_ wow kf k T4 


Withour one word of right Relation - 


In Speech and Pamphalet o'er the Town ,, 
But left at ſome unlucky Time, 
Tow may want ſomething new in Rhime, 
| We'll cell you how the Day and Night, 
Is ſpent betwixt the SQUIRE and KNIGHT. 
ThYAccount is true, as Goſpel Text, 


Þ Evrictheficſt Line, 71he next. 


0 n el You > 4 > : p _ as WA F" | þ . 
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3 Singly you ought to truſs to neither, 


$ Tet you may credit both together. 


We make a ſhifc to riſe as early, | , 
, As he that dreamt of Mrs. Farh. 1 
| After ſhort Cogf rence held with Heaven, We 1 
*( Foy Country-Sins are {0on forgiven) | 
- Each takes his Book, the beſt beloved, 

* SQUIRE takes Zucretizs ; KNIGHT takes Ovid, 
| We're now Inventing, now Tranſlating, 

: And ſometimes Drinking, ſometimes Eating. 


1 writing Loves of Lady's Erranc, 


| 1 ſigning Country Bumkins Warrant , 
k ill Dinner calls, where, after Grace, \ bb 
'T be KNIGHT puts 03 his ſerious Face, 

Let lays about, and cats pace. 

{The fame Grace after, as before, 


{For neither I, or 7, haye more. 


on ſevera Occaftons. Or 


27% 


IWe riſe, and go to what mepleaſe, 


Have ſeveral ſports for ſeveral days, 


And faith we live in Mirth and Eaſe. 

In Town you're fige Folk , yet we'll tell you, 
In what we Country Folk excell you. 
Here's no damn'd Miſchief.co be gotten 
No Gallant clapt, no Miſtreſs rotten, 

Green Graſs contents the humble Lovers, 
And Shades of Haycocks are our Covers ; 
Our Laſles, what they want in Beauty, 
Make out in faithful Love and Duty. 
'Twixt you and 1, KNIGHT, Love's 4 kap, 
Where he can have it ſound and cheap , 

But hates to waſte bis little Riches, 

Os jilting Sluts, and pocky Bitches, 

Believe me, Jack, inwhat is true, 

than you, 


\ Which I admire you never knew. 
[ : . ; 


He has abetter 


ia —_— 
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; Now let our Services be giv'a, 
- To all our Friends on this fide Heay'n. 


We ve nought t0 ſay to thoſe con thither, 

; Or elſewhere fled, the Lord knows whither : 

. Let them enjoy what &er can flow, 

4 From Bl ſs, which they alene muſt know, 
We're content to ſtay below. 

| As Merchants deal with indian Rabbles, 
And ſell them Bells, and ſuch like Baubles ; 
F And ſo the Knaves by ev'ry Trangana, 
Ger Gold and. Jewels, marry hang 'cm, 
'We ſcad: you here a Doggrel Lettcr, 

rom you, expecting much a better. 
Which we with eargerneſs ſolicite, 

The greateſt Favour next, a Viſit. 

D t that we fear 's too great a Toil, 

d or would you think it worth your while, 


i 
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on ſeveral occaſidns. 29 | 


To chanee good Wine, and handſome Whores, 


For Drink, and Doodies, ſuch as ours, 


Our Friengs, we never will importunes 
To loſs of Pleaſures, or of Fortune ; 
Nor too much urge you to forlake all, 
The Joys, we can't pretend to equal, 
May all good Fortune ſtill careſs you; 
And Wine and Women joyn to bleſs you. 
Beauty conſult all Charms to fire you, ' 
As Knight, and 1 conſpire to tire you. 
That Thought came timely, by my eroth, 
And at this junRure well for both. 
"The tedious Writer bear the trouble, 


In ſpite, to give the Reader double, 
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he mad 


By «Madam Behn. 


.I. 
E "T"HE Godsare not more bleſt than he, | 
3 Who fixing his glad Eyes on thee; . 
i With thy bright Rays his Senſes chears, 
* And drinks with ever thirſty Ears : 
F The charming Muſick of thy Tongue, 


© Does ever hear, and ever long , 


* That ſees with more than humane Grace; 1 
Sweet Smiles adorn thy Angel Face. 

_ I I, 

© But when with kinder Beams you ſhine, 


J 


ZANK ſo appear much more Divine : 
My feeble ſenſe, and dazzled Sight, ; 


: o more ſupport the Glorious Light, 
And the fierce Torrent of Delight. 


'#n ſeveral Occafions., 31 


—————— —— 


| Oh ! then I feel my Life decay, 
My raviſh'd Soul then flies away ; 
Then Faintneſs does my Limbs ſurprize, 
And Darkneſs ſwims before my Eyes. 
Ii. 
Then my Tongue fails, and from my Brow 
The Liquid Drops in Silence flow - 
F Then wand'riag Fires run thro? my Blood: 
Then Cold binds up the languid Flood. 
All Pale and Breathleſs then lie, 
E figh, I tremble, and I die. 


To the Preciſe Cloris. 


: A Paraphraſe on the beginning of the laſt 
: Chorus in Seneca's Oedipns. 


- Atis agimur, cedite Fa'is, 
' Non ſolicits poſſunt cure 

Mutare rati ſtamina fuſs, « WE 

Lauicquid patimur mortale genus, 

Qwicquid facimus venit ex alto, . 

Omnia certo tramite vadunt, | 


Primuſq; dies dedit extremum: 


1 Ubmir to Fate, *cis her Tyrannic Reign, 

b ” Againſt whoſe blind Decrees, Man ftrives it 
F vat, : ] 
: ot all his Anxious Cares, nor ſedrching Skill, 


ECan change, or move her Arbitrary Will, 


. 
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012 ſeveral Occaſrns. 


_— 


"Tis from above that all our Actions flow, 


To Partial Fate, what e're we bear, we owe ;- 


To certain Roads all things coahn'd we ſee, 
And each Man's firſt day does his laſt decree, 
Ceaſe then your fruitleſs Sighs, your Vows, and} 
Tears, | i 
The Gods are deaf to wretched Mortals Prayers, > 


Or Power, or Will; they want to caſe our tor- 


tring Cares. } 
Sooner ſhall Prieſts deſerted Vertue love, 
And ſooner Princes modeſt Worth (hall move, { 
Thon Sighs and Pray'rs, the ſtubborn nd | 
above. 

Tell me, Vain B:gg0ts, ho e'cr four, q  Succe(.. 
"In having morc, or in ſuff ring leſs , 
By all your dayly, and your nightly Cries, 

Your Faſts, and Penance, and ſuch idle Toys. 
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| Then be no more by holy Lyes miſlead, 


POE «os 


: Of airy Bliſs, prepar'd to feaſt the Dead; 
* But uſe thoſe few, thoſe wretched Hours you have; 
+ To pleaſe the SENSE, there's nought beyond 


the Grave, 


Fair Clors then, lay Biggotry aſide, 

Take Senſe and Reaſon for your ſurer Guide; 

: And quit not certain Joys, for Hopes above, 

C There's nothing there, as all Men grant, but Love : 
} Foreftall thoſe Joys then whilſt you're here, and try 


How ſweet itis to love before you die. 


> You ſoon both ſides will be ſure to gain, 

+ For after Life, if naught atall remain, 

7 You won't have ſpent your preciousHours in vain, 
| Bur if from” hence we paſs to endleſs Loye, 


© You'll be no Novice inthe Joys above. 


Thea _ 


on ſeveral Occaſions. 
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Then givea Looſe to Fancy, and Dehre, 


— 


Let e'ry ſoft and Amorous Thought take Fire 3 | 
Commit thy Condudt to indulgent LOVE, 1 
Ah! then, brigh: Nymph, ( believe me) you will : 


prove 

' Whatmelting Raptures, and what ecſtaſie, | 

The God decrees you ſhall receive from me : 
When all diffoly'd within thy claſping Arms, 
Thou taſt'ſt my vig'rousLove,I rifle all thyC harms 
Then both our rayifh'd Souls, ſhall (wiftly riſe, 


View and enjoy each other at our Eyes, 


4 


Till mounting Tranſports wing their mutual fight) 
Toleave us drown'd in ſtreaming, warm delight, - * 
EachPhenix hour,thus inLove'sBeams we'll burn 14 
Which till ſhall loaden with freſh Joys return, 
And riſe more gay from's Aromatic Urn, 


> 


Thus we ſhou'd live, and thus to live were made} 


Fate brings us Ills enough, withour our Aid. 
D z T2 
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To bis Departing Friend, 
By a young Gentleman of Eighteen. F 


Hey ſay that Swans, as by the Streartis they 


lie, | | 


Salute Approaching Fate with Mclody ; 


Bat if they loſt a thing ſodear as thee, 


hey ſure wou'd ſpare that charming Obſequy - 


If they but knew what 'ris to loſe a Friend, 

hey ſure wou'd chooſe then a more ſilent end, 
! he deepeſt Sorrow in deepeſt Silence gleams, 

1 he hotteſt Fires have ſtill the ſmalleſt ames - 
ho' noifie Grief, a Heart untouch'd declares, 
Wet picrcing Woe may flow in Sighs and Tears, 
- wou'd be unkind to ſee a Friend depart, 


Withour the Sighs of a forſaken Heart, 


on ſeveral Occa ſions. | 37 
Theſe-num'rous Sighs, my pregnantGriefs produce; 
Withont the help of my ungodly Muſe - 


What Sorrow diates, like a Friend receive; 


Share you the Sorrow, which with me you leave, 


'Tis this is Friendſhips ſad Prerogative. 


On Cleona, walking inthe Sun, 


By the ſame. 


E E where ſhe walks in the Sun's glowing Ray, 

Caſting all round more bright, more heamy 

Day ! | 

Sec how the bluſhing God in haſteretires, 

And ina ſullen Cloud hides all his vanquiſh'dFires! 
What Beauty did his flying Daphne grace, 

Thar ſhincs not brighter in her lovely Face f 


Why chen purſues he not this nobler Chace ? , 
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| WW har better Obje& can his Wiſhes move ? 
Tis ſure his wild Ambition checks his Love : 
Jealous bf Empire he her Love declines, 

; He ſees below how bright her Beauty ſhines; 

And fears if onceexalted to the Skics, , 

F She'd rob him of his Eaſtern Sacrifice ; 

E Make the mad World his fainter Pow'r diſ own ; 
And pay their juſter Homage at her Throne, 

For his weak Beams alternately ſtill ſer, 

And wrap the ſad forſaken World in Jett. 
Whileft the ſtrong Glories of Cleoxs's Eyes, 

b Nor dimly ſet, nor need a brighter Riſe. 

EThefe ill dart ſ6rch their full Meridian Light 
(Wichour one Cloud, without ſucceſſive Night) 
7 0 al choſe happy Zealots, who embrace | 
[The ſoft Religion of her Heay'oly Face; 

hilſt groſſer "2 depriv' of Senſe, 
= all the num'rous Joys her Charms diſpenſe. 


From | 


Tor ſeveral Occafonr. 3 
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From the black —_ of eternal bet, 


When Clouds of riſing gloom oppreF'd the Light: F 
Thus 1ſral ſtill enjoy'd the chearful Day, | 
And only /#gypr's native Sons in ſolid Darkneſs lay. | 


Written on a Letter, ſent to. bus 
Miſtreſs. 


O, envy'd Lines, poſſeſs a Bliſs far higher 
ThanI, who ſend you, dare, ala(s! aſpire: + 
You'll kiſs her balmy Hands, employ her Eyes, : 
For which your fond Endicter hourly dies. | 


 Prepoſt rous Fare, to caſt ſuch Gifts away 1 


. 


Oa thoſe, who cannot taſte her bounteous Joy, 


Whilit I, who ſhou'd the mighty Bleſſing prize, 


Languiſh to touch her Hands, and gaze upon her 
Eyes. | 


D 4 


To CUPID. 


A SONG. 


\ 


[ I Know thy Malice, crifling Boy, 

; Thou wow'd'ſt my Happineſs deſtroy, 
| Becauſe Septimius wounded lies, 

F Noe by thy Darts, but Acme's Eyes. 

& Shake not at me thy threatning Dart, 
E But wound the crucl Acme's Heart - 


But 0h/ I fear thy Deity will prove 


| Tao weak to thaw that Icy Maid to Love, 


A! IJ 
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Ce 


, on ſeveral Occaſions. 


In Praiſe of Satyr. 


VA Hilſt Satzry reign'd with his old Golden 


Face, 


An cafie- Blifs he ſpread o'er all our Race. 
No Prieſt, no King, no State, no Partial Law, 
Curb'd Vice and F olly with unequal Awe , 
But with Succeſs, unctouded Reaſon ſtrove 


\ 
To unite all witkin the Bonds of Loye, 


SAnd univerſal! Happineſs, combin'd 


"To fix its ſafe Dominion o'er Mankind, 


$ Then Gods and Men, beneath th' innocuous . 
Shades, | 
«. Wich harmleſs Flocks, andyet as harmleſs Maids 


2 " 
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dS tes 


From impions Guilt ſecure, rogerher lay, 
+ While Love and rural Notes, bleſs'dall thelive- 


| long Day. 


wo 
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But - 


Bp POEMS 


But when young Fove uſurp'd the Heav'oly 


Crown, 


And ſent the pious Satrrn whirling down, 


This univerſal Conſort ſoon 2ave O'cr, 


And Reaſon's Harmony was heard no more, 

Swift fled rhe broken Toys o'th' Silver Age, 
Swifter their ſad Remains of the nextStage ; 
Till all born down with'the Impetnous Tide By 


Of Luſt and Envy, Avarice and Pride, k 
And Follies vaſt, and numerous beſide, y 
Wiſdom in vain, with the Auxiliary Law, 4 Cc 
Unite their force to ſtop the mighty flaw : N 


The various Law, and Wiſdom's ſurer Rules, $1 
Are brav'd by thriving Knaves, and powerful Fodls {| $; 
Riches and Pow'r give Innocence, and Brains, 2 
And only little Crimes the Actor ſtain, 

Whillt caller Villainies ſecurely reign, 


wy ſeveral Occaſions. © | 43 3 


'oly From S$atyr only cou'd we hope redreſs 5 
from that alone derive our Happineſs : 
Il other Helps co proſp'rous Crimes give way; 
[o Golden Hopes a flatt'ring Homage pay : 
Impartial Satyr Truth alone can ſway : 
For Rogues, whoſe Wealth or Pow'r out-brave 
the Law, " 
By juſter Satyriffs are kept in awe; 
A purple Villain in his ſafeſt hold, 
Tho' barricado'd round with mighty Gold, 
W Can't guard hisCrimes from this conſuming Flame, 
Not yet ſecure, from Infamy, his blaſted Name. 
Satyr, like Bolts from the great Thunderer ſent, 


is Strikes Rogues above all other Puniſhment. 
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. A Letter to Walter Moyle, Eſq» 
"By! 
he 
| D- Moyle, bleſs'd Youth, whoſe forwarÞOr: 

Wit purſucs 7 


By A. H. Eſq; 


The noble Pleaſures, Reaſon bids thee chooſe : 
hs, which ruling by the Laws of Senſe, Seq 
Doesa jaſt caſie- Government diſpenle r 
Quicting thoſe Laws, turns Tyrarit, wildly reigns0 
By reyeal'd projects of diſtemper'd Brains, i 
Dear Moyle, what ſhall I fanſie now employs» -JTh 
Thy time 2 What prudent,what well- choſen Joysco 
Doſtchou with ſpeed che flying Fair purſue ? -{W] 
Beauty leads on, and Pleaſure is in view z Ho 
Oh ! boldly folloy7, ſhe's reſery'd for you. 

Retiring Modeſty, and Triumphant Love, Gi 


In her warm Breaſt, a doubtful Combat move - 


Stef 


"on ſeveral Occaſions. © W 


he yields, ſhe yields, I ſee the bluſhing Maid | 
q corm'd from without by you, within betray'd 
zy her own Heart, no longer can hold our, 
heViRtor enters now the long maintain'dRedoube. 
vaÞr to this Joy do choiceſt Books ſucceed e | - >: 
hich you with On chooſe, with AY 
read ; 
Searching he ancient Shines of -Greece and Rome, 
\nd bring from thence their uſefv! Treaſureshome. 
z0580r does ſome honeſt, ſome delightful Friend, 
ith caſic Converſation, recommend 
JThe ſparkling Wine, whileWir and Mirth attend? 
YLRCONGREFE, the matchle(s rifing Son of Fame, 
"{Vhom all Men envy, tho' they dare not blame: 
WPK1NS » Whoſe Mind and Muſe, both withoat 
Art, 


Gives him a well-fixt Title in your Heart. 


'#' 


 DUNKAN, whoſe Wit and Reaſoneach man love 
Charms us like Beauty, and like Books improves, 
ZTTON, .whom Vice becomes, of Vigour full, 
Foc to the Godly, Covetous, and Dull. 
Thus while in Town ſo carly you poſſeſs, 
Whatever perfe&s Life and Happineſs, | 
And in their turns do all the Pleaſures know; 
Which Learning, Beauty, Fricadſhip can beſtow; | *' 
_  Tathis Retreat, I'mpleas'd in following you 
In a wild Maze of Thoughts; and fo, dear Friend; 


adicu, A 


F: 


on ſeveral Occaſions. 
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 ByCH Eg. | 


L 
N all the diſmal Rage of War, 
Undaunted and unmoy's I ſtood, 
I march'd inſenſible of Fear, 
T3 Thro' Storms of Fire, and Show'rs of Blood... 
&; I 
Amidſt the Dangers of the Fields 
Defenſive Arms can Aid afford , 
Fate finds reſiſtance from the Shield, 
And Foes are conquer'd by the Sword. 
E1Tk 
Here I amleft without a Guard, 


Helple ſs as naked 1ndians, {lain 


And fear to ſeize the leaſt Reward, 


In licu of all my mighty pain, 


wy 


LV; 
X | .# 
I dare not ſnatch the ſmalleRt - Bliſs, 
Such is the awful Love that charms me ; 


Shou'd I preſume to force a Kils, 


One angry Glance from her diſarms me. 


02 feveral Occ afions. 
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By the fame; 


E 
Hile others, with the taſte of Bliſs, 
The Faith of Loyal Slaves approve; 
And ofc engage *em with a Kils, 
You more unkindly ſtarve my Love. 
| I I, 
Soldiers oppreſs'd with roo much Toil, 
Halt often cre the Battle's done, ol 
1 Fill having partly ſhar'd the Spoil, » 
They ſpur with fiercer Courage on; 
£3 L 


Thus 1ſrac!'s Hoſt began to fainr; 


In marching o'r the Deſart Sand, 
Their Vigour and cheir Patience ſpent, 


Ere yet they reach'd che promig'd Land. . .. 
E 1%: 


y , 


V_- 


I V. 
But when they ſaw in Show'rs of Rain 
The wondr'ous Food profuſely given, ' 
Encourag'd to renew their pain, 


They Journey'd on to purchaſe Heay'n, 


'0n ſeveral Occaſonn © Sy 
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A Tranſlation out of the Priapeia. 
The Complaint of Priapus for being VeiFd. 
By C. B. E/q. 


[ H'Almighty's Image of his Shape afraid, 
And hide the nobleſt Part cer Nanef 


made, | ( 
Which God alone ſucceeds in his creatingTrade! ) 
The Fall, this Fig-leav'd Modeſty began, 
To puniſh Woman by obſcuring Man - 
Before where-c'*er his ſtately Cedar mov'd, 
She'ſaw, ador'd, and ki(s'd the thing ſhe loy'd. 
Why do the Gods their ſeveral Signs diſcloſe 
Almighty Fove his Thunderbolt expoſe : 


; Neptune his Tridene, Mars his Buckler ſhew, 


| Pallis her Spear; to cach Beholder's View ; 
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And poor Priaps be alone confin'd, 
T'obſcure the Women's God, ant] Parent of Man 
kind ? 


Since free-bong Brutes their Liberty obtain ; 


Long haſt thou * Journcy-work'd for Souls? Anime 
in vain, 

Storm the Pantheon, and demand thy Right, 

For on this Weapon 'tis depends the Fight, 


a ex 


|Rawleigh's Ghoſt in Darkneſs : 


Truth coverd with a Vell. 


By Andrew Marvel, Eſq; 


Britannia, 
H Rawlich! when thou didſt thy Breath 
relign 
To Tremblinz Fames, wou'd I had yielded mine. 
Cubs didſt thou call *em'? Hadſt thou ſeen this 
Brood 
Of Earls, of Dukes, of Friaces of the Blood ; 


No more of Scottiſh Race thou wouldſt complain : 


.Thoſe would be Bleſſings in this ſpurious Train. 


* Awake, ariſe from thy long bleſs'd Repole, 


Once more with me partake of mortal Woes. ' 


oY 


E 3 Rawleich, Þ 


Fad i 
5 ; 
. 
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Rawleigh. 


What mighty Power hath forc'd me from my reſt: 


Ah! mighty Queen, why ſo unſecmly dreſt * 
| Britannia. 
Favoured by Night, conceal'd in this Diſguiſe, 
Whilſt the lewd Courr in drunken ſlumbers lies, 
- IT ftole away, and never will return, 
t Till England knows who did her City burn , 
Till Cavaliers ſuch Favourers be deem'd, 
And Loyal Sufferers by the Court eſteem'd , 
Till Commons Votes cut Noſes, Guards disband, 
Till 4:heift L— ſhall leave this Land, 
Till &—- a happy Mother ſhall become, 
| * Till Charles love Parliaments, and Fames hate 
; Rome, 

Bawleigh, 
What fatal Crimes make you for ever flic 


> Your cwn Land, Court, and Progeny : 


Brit annids b. 
& 2. 


eſt? 


d, 


'on ſeveral Occaſions. 


Britannia. 


A Colony of French poſſeſs the Courr, 

Pimps, Prieſts, Buffoons,thePrivy»+Chambers ſport, 
Such ſlimy Monfters ne'er approach'd the Throne, 
Since Pharaoh's Reign, nor ſo defil'd a Crown : 
Tch' ſacred Ears Tyrannic Arts they croak, 
Pervert his Mind, and good Intentions choak 
Tell him of Golden 1adies, Fairy Lands, 
Leviathans, and abſolute Commands, 

Thus Fairy like, the King they ſteal away, 

And in his place a Zwwis Changeling lay, 


How oft would I've him to himſelf reſtof'd, 


[C 


In's Left the Seal, in's Right Hand plac'd the 


Fo thoſe that try to ſeparate theſe two ? 


Sword ? 


Taught him their uſe, what Danger would enſue. 


E. 4 


: i " , pF : £, L 
PL) P33 _ af 0628 , 44 - p o My 
. I" - GS Ts ? o *. 
4 


The Bloody Scotiſh Chronicles turn'd o'er, 


Sheww him how many Kings in purple Gore 


a a 


Wece hurl'd to Hell by learning Tyrant's Lore, 
The other day, famd Spexcer I did bring | 
In loity Notes, Tudor's bleſs'd Reign to ing. 

How Spain's proud Power her Virgin Arms CON» 

4 :troul d, | 

And Golden Days in peaceful Order rowl'd ! 

How like ripe Fruit the drop'd from off the Throne, 

- Full of grey Hairs,z00d Deeds,and great Renown | 
Sothe Zeſſean Hero did appeaſe 

Saul's ſtormy Rage,-and check'd his Black Diſca'e ; 

4 $9 che leari'd Bord, with art( ulSong repreſt | 
The (wclling paſhons of his Canker'd Brealt : 

Then tocoafirmthe Core ſo well beeun, 


E To him I threw this- glorious ſetting Sun ; 


' "off feverat Occaſrons. 


How by the Peoples Love, purſu'd from far, 
Set mounted on a bright Triumphant Carr, 
Out-ſbining Firgo, or the Fulian Star, 
Whilſt in Truth's Mirrour the glad Sun I ſpy*d, 
Entred a Dame, bedeck'd with ſpotted Pride , 
n+ | Four Flaver-de-Luces in an Azxre Field, 
Her Creſt doth bear the ancient Gallick Shield ; 
By her uſurp'd, ſhe brought a bloody Sword, 
e, | Inſcribd LEYIATHAN, the Soveraign Lord 
| Her Tow'ry Front a fiery Metcor bears, 
From Exhalations, bred of Blood and Tears ; 
Around her, fierce ravenous Curs complain; 
4 Plague, Death, Slavery, fill her pompous train , . 
From-th' caſic King ſhe Truths fair mirror took, 
Upon the Ground in ſpightfyl rage it broke, 
Andfrowning thus with proud diſdain ſhe ſpoke, } 
Are Thred-bare Vertues Ornaments tor Kings ? 
Such poor Pedantic Toys tcach Underling:, * 


o_ Da} 


Fw Dp. 
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* Do Monarchs riſe by Virtue, or the Sword ? 7 


Who cer grew great by keeping of his word ? 

| Vertcue, a faint Green-Sickneſs to brave Souls, 

: | Daſtards their Hearts,their ative Hands controuls, 
| Their Rival Gods, Monarchs of th'other World, 
; This mortal Poyſon amongſt Princes hurl'd ; 

F caring the mighty projects of the Great, 

| Shou'd drive them from their proudCeleſtial ſcat, > 
| It not o'er-aw'd by ſome new holy cheat. 

E Thefc pious Frauds _ ſlight t' inſlave the Brave, 
1 Are proper Arts the long-ear'd Rout t' enſlave. 

© Bribe hungry Prieſts to deific your Might, . 

| To teach your Wil the only rule of Right, 
| And ſound i to thoſe 'dare deny't. 

The Heavens deſign 'gainſt Heaven you ſhould turn, 
{Then they will fear thoſe Powers they once did 


* ſcorn ; 


When 


me ſeveral h Occaſions. ws 


Whea all the nobler Int'rcſt in Mankind, 

By Hirclings ſold to you, ſhall be refign'd, 
And by Impoſtures God and Man betray'd, 
The Church and State you ſafely may invade: 


So boundleſs Zewis in full Glory ſhines, 
W hilſt your ſtarv'd Power in legal Fetters pines. 
Shake off thoſe Baby-bands from your ſtrong Arms, + 
Henceforth be deaf to the old Witches Charms. =} 
Taſt the Dclicious Sweers of SOYERAIGN POWER; ; 
'Tis Royal Game whole Kingdoms to deyour, 
Three ſpotleſs Virgins to your Bed 111 bring, 
- ASacrifice to you, their God and Kinz : 
As theſe grow ſtale, we'll haraſſe humane Kind, 
Rack Nature till new Pleaſures ſhe hall find, 
Strong as your Raign,8: beautcouss Four Mind, 
When ſhe had ſpoke, a confus'd murmur roſe 


Of French, Scotch, Irifh, all my mortal Foes 


Yome 


| ® ; s © 
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© Same Englſh too diſguis'd (with ſhane) I ſpy'd, 
F Brought up by that vile Son-in-Law of H— : 
; With fury drunk, like Bachanals they roar, 


F Down with Magna Charta, that common Whore. 

; With joynt conſent on helpleſs me they flew, 

} And from my Charles toa baſe Goal me drew; 

% My reverend Age, expos'd toScorn and Shame, 
] To Boys and Bawds they made me publick Game, 
Frequent Addreſſes to myCharles I ſend, 

s And my ſad Fate unto his care command ; 

} But his great Soul transform'd by theFrench Dame, 
: Had loſt all Senſe of Honour, Juſtice, Fame, 

| And like tam'd Spinſter in Sera,tio fits, 

£ Beſieg'd by Whores, Buffoons and Baſtard Chits, 
Lull'd in eonty rowling in his Luſt, 
E Reſigns his Crowa to Angel Querou#ls tru't, 

| Maskd Fames, the Iriſh Pagods doth adore, 


His © heiftaineTcagne commands onSea and Shoar, 


Thus 


IM 
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Thus the State's night-mar'd by this Helliſh Rout * 


And none arelefc, theſe Furics to caſt our, $ 
Oh! Yindex come, and purge this poylon'd State, | 
Deſcend, deſcend, e're the Cure grow deſperate. 
Ravleigh, 
| Once more,Great Queen,thy Darling ſtriveto ſave, 
Snatch him again from Scandal, and the Grave; ® 
Preſent eo's Thoughts his long-ſcorn'd Parliament, ; 
The Baſis of his Throne and Government z 
In his deaf Ears ſound his dead Father's Name, 
Perhaps that Spell may's erring Soul reclaim ? | 
Who knows what good Effects from thence tay : 
ſpring ? | 
[Tis Godlike Good to ſave a falling King. 


Britapnia, 


b 


Rawleigh, no more, ſo long in vain I've try'd, 


The S— from the Tyrant to divide : 


q as 


PT 
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As ealily learned Virtnoſo's may, 


 Wich Dog's Blood, his gentle Kind convey 


| Tacothe Wolf, and make him Guardianturi 
; | To the Bleating Flock, by him ſo lately torn, 
+ If this Imperial Ifle once taint the Blood, 

It's by no powerful Antidote withſtood ; 
Tyrants, like Leprous Kings, for public weal, 


; Muſt be immur'd, leaſt their Contagion ſteal 
Over the whole thoſe tft of Feſſe's Line, . 
; To this firm Law their Scepter did reſign. | 

Shall then this baſe Tyrannic Brood cvade, | 
> Ecernal Laws by God and Mankind made ? | 
To the Serene Venetian State I'll go, 
* From her ſage Mouth fam'd Principles to know ; | 


With her I Will the Antieats wiſdom read, 
And teach my People iu their ſteps to treads 
'By this grand Pattern ſuch a State T'll frame, 
Shall darken Story, and ingroſs loy'd Fame ; 2 
Tilf 


Sw 
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Till then my Rawleigh, reach our noble Youth 


To love Sobricty, and holy Trutk , 


Watch and preſide thou o'er their tender age; 
Left Court Corruptiens ſhould their Souls engage : * 
Tell them how Arts and Armsin rhy young days | 
Employ'd the Youth, nor Tavern,Stews and Playsz 4 
Tell them the generous Scorn they ought to owe'M 
To Flattery, Pimping, and a gaudy Show ; 
Teach them to ſcorn a mean, tho' Lordly Name 
Procur'd by Luſt, by Treachery and Shame; 
Make them admire the Sidneys, Talbots, Veres, © 
Drakes, Cavendiſh, Baker, Men void of {laviſh Fears: * 
True Sons of Glory, Pillars of the State, ; 
On whoſe fam'd Deeds, all Tongues, all Writers 2 
wait, | 4 
When with freſhArdour their brayeBreaſts do burn; } 
Backto my deareſt Countty I'll return, | 


Tarquins \ 
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| Twquin's juſt judge, and Ceſar's equal Peers, 

; With me I'll bring to dry my Peoples Tears, 

: Publicols, with healing Wings ſhall pour | 

> Balmsin their wounds, and flecting Life reſtore : 
| Greek Arts, and Roman Arms, in her conjoyn'd, 
{Shall Zxgland raiſe, relieve oppreſsd Mankind , 

4 $o days bright Sun th' infected Globe did free 

| From noxion; Monſter, Hell-bora Tyranny 

| So ſhall my Exeland in a holy War, 

| In Triumph lead, chain'd Tyrants from afar 

| Her truc Cruſado's ſhall a: laſt pull down 

| The Turkiſh Creſſant, andche Perſian Crown z 

; Freed by thy Labours, fortunate bleſs'd Iſle, 

The Earth h3ll reſt, the Heavea ſhall on us ſmile, 
4 And this kind ſecret for Reward ſhall give, 

' No Poyſonous Monarch on thy Earth ſhall live; 


The 


« Aa 


Be 


on on ſe No occa rafiont. 6 5 


y — 


The Loyal SCOT, by Cleve: 
land's. Ghoſt. 


Being a Recantation of his former Satyr: 


Intituled, The Rehe! Scot. 
By Andrew Marvel, Eſq; 


F the old Heroes, when the Warlike Shades 
Saw Do#glas marching thro' the Zlifien 
Glades 3 
| They ſtraight conſulting g ke d in A Ring, 
Which of cheir Poets ſhould his Welcome fi ing : 
| And aSa favourable Penance, choſe 
Cleveland, on whom they w ould that Task impoſe: 
He underſtands, but willingly addreſt 


| His ready Muſe to courd their welcome Gueſt. 


3 
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by As of his Satyr this had been a Parr. 


 Andmodeſt Beauty yet his Sex did veil, 


- 


| The Nymphs would ruſtle; he would forward 
ak | 


«nd 
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Much had he cur'd the tumor of his Vein : 1 
He judg'd more clearly now, and ſaw more plain - 
F or thoſe ſoft Airs had temper'd every Thought, 
And of wiſe Zethe he had took a Draught, 
Abruptly he began, diſguiſing Art, 


Not ſo, brave Douglas, on whoſe lovely Chin, 


Thecarly down but newly does begin ; 


OO To” nl. ww 


© While envious Virgins hope he is a Male, 
His ſhady Locks turn back thengſclves to ſeek, 
Nor other Courtſhip know but to his Cheek - | 
Ofc as bein Chill Pske, or Sien by Night, A 
Heard'ned with cold thoſe Limbs, ſo ſoft, ſo whitgÞ 


Amongſt the Reeds, to be eſpy'd by him, 


{wim 3 
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They ſigtt'd; and ſaid, Fond Boy, why ſo untame, 


That fly'ſt Love's Fire, reſery'd for other Flame? 


Firſt, 0g his Ship he fac'd that horrid Day; 
And wondred much at thoſe that ran away; 
Nor other Fear himfelf could comprehend, 
Than leſt Heay'n fall ere thither he aſcend, 


But entertains the while his time fo ſhort, , 


* mY 
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With birding at the Dutch, as if in Sport ; 
Or waves his Sword, and could he them conjar? 


Within its Circle, knows himſelf ſecure, 


. 


The fatal Barque him Boards,with grapling Firey | 
And ſafely thro' the Port the Dutch retire , 


That precious Life he yet diſdains to ſave, 


# Or with known Art to try the gentle Wave : * 
rd . 
'F Inſpire, nor wonld he his own Deeds deface 4 : 


F 2+ And: 


Mach him the Honours” of his ancient Race - 


And ſecret Joy in his calm Soul doth riſe, 
That Aoxk lookson to ſec how Douglas dies, 


Like a glad Lover, the fierce Flame he meets, 
And cries his firſt Embraces in their Sheets: 
His Shape exaft, which che bright Flames infold, || 1 
Like the Sun'sStarue ſtands of burniſh'd Gold. 
{ Roundthe Tranſparent Fire about him glows, C 
As the clegr Amber on the Bee does cloſe , 
| Andason Angels Heads their Glories ſhine, 


His burning Locks adora his Face divine. 


- 


' But when on his Immortal Mind he felt 
His alc'ring form, and ſold'red Limbs to mele ; 
Down oa the Deck he laid himſelf, and dy'd 
| With his dear Sword repoſing by his ſide, 

: | And on the flatning Plank he reſts his Head, 


| Like one that huggs himſelf in his warm Bed; F 
Q - The 
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The Ship burns down, and with his Reliques 
- 


ſinks, 
And the ſad Stream beneath his Aſhes drinks. 
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Fortunate Boy, if cer my Verſe may claim 
That matchleſs Grace, to propagate thy Name 
When oeta and Alcides are forgot, , 

Our Engliſh Youth ſhall ſing the valiant Scor. 


Shall not a Death, ſo oenerous,now when told, 
- Unite our Difference, fill the Breaches old z 
\ Such in the Roman Forum, Curtins brave, 
Galloping down, clos'd up the gaping Cave. Rk 
No more diſcourſe of Scotch and Zngliſh Race, 
Nor chant the fabulous hunt of Chevy-Chaſe ; 
. Mixt in Corinthian Metal by thy noble Flame, 
- Our factions melting thy Coloſſus frame, 


F 3 Prick © 


Prick down the point, whoever hath the ws.” 4 
; Where Nature, Scotlaxd doth from England part : 4 
q Anatomiſts may ſooner fix the Cells, 4 
' Where Life reſides, or Underſtanding dwells, | 
| Yet this we know, .tho' that exceeds our skill, L 
| That whoſoever ſeparates them,- does iil 
Will you the Tweed, that ſudden Bonnder call, 
Of Soyle, of Wit, of Manners, and of all ? 
Why draw we not as well the thriity Line ; 
; 


| From Thames, Trent, Humber, Or at leaſt the Tyne * 


SIR. 


; Somay. we the State-Corpulence redreſs, 


E And little England, when we pleaſe, make leſs, 


Whart Ethick River is this wond'rous Tweed, 
- Whoſe one fide VYertue, rother Vice doth breed 2 
+ Or what new Perpendicular docs riſc 


| Up from the Stream, continued to the Skies} 


That 
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Thatberween us the common Air ſhould barr, 


And ſplit theInfluence of ev'ry Star? 


But who conſiders right, will find indeed, 


'Tis Holy Iſland parts us, not the Tweed, 


Tho' Kingdoms joyn, yet Church will Kirk oppoſe ; 
The M—res (till divide, the Crowp does cloſe, 


AS in Rozation Week they whip us round, 
To keep in mind the Scorch and Engliſh bound, 

, | The Worldin all does but two Nat 10ns bear ; 
Thic Good, the Bad, and thoſe mixt ev'ry where : 
Under each Pole, place cither of the two, 

The Bad will baſely, Good will bravely do 
And few indeed can parallel our Climes, 
For Works Heroick, or Heroick Crimes. 
The Tryal would however be too nice, 


Which Rronger were, a Scotch or Engliſh Vice ; 


F 4 Or * 


* Or whether the ſame Yertue wou'd refle&t pl 
; From Scotch or Engliſh Heart the ſame effe. E; 
Ci 
NATION is all but Name, a Sh:bboleth, H 
Where a miſtaken Acccnt cauſes Death - 1H 
In Paradiſe, Names onely Nature ſhow'd ;. K 
At Babel, Names from Pride and Diſcord flow'd ; 
And ever fince, Men with a Female ſpight, 
Firſt call cach other Names, and then they fight, 7 
1 Scotland and Ezzland cauſe 0: juſt uprozr ? 1 
{ Do Man and Wife ſignifi- Rogue and Whore : 5 
; Say but a Scot, and ſtraigh: they fall co ſides, ( 
Thar ſyllable like a P/&s wall divides. 
Rational Mens words Pledges are of Peace, 
& Perverted, ſerve diſſenſion to increaſe - 
E Forſhame exirpate from each worthy Breaſt, 
Thar ſcnſcleis Rancour againſt Intere?. j | 


Ons 
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on leveral Occaſrns. © 


7; 
One King, one Faith, one Language, and one1ſle, 
England and Scotland, all but Croſs and Pile: , 


CHARLES, our orcat Soul, this only underſtands, 
He our Aﬀe@tions both, and Will commands , 


He, where Twin-Sympathies cannot atone, 


Knows the laſt Secret how to make us one. 
/ 


Juſt ſo the prudent Husband-man, that ſees 
The idle Tomult of his fatious Rees ; 

| The Morning Dews, and Flowers negleQed grown, 

The Hive a Comb-caſe, ey'ry Bee a Drone 

Covers them o'er, till none diſcern his Foes, 

And all themſelves in Meal and Friendſhip loſe g 

The 1»ſe@ Kingdew ſtraight begins to thrive, 


And each work Honey for the common Hive, 


Pardon, young Hero, this my long Tranſport 
Thy Death more nobly did the ſame exhort z 


” My | 


* 


; My former Satyr for this Verſe forget , 


© My faulc againſt my Recantatioa ſet: 


| I fingly did againſt a Nation write ; 

+ Againſta Nation thou didft ſingly fight - 

; My differing Crime does more thy Vertue taile, 
; And ſuch myRaſhneſs be thy Valourpraile, 


* Here Douglas ſmiling ſaid, he did intend, 
+ Aﬀeer ſuch Frankneſs ſhown, to be his Friend , 
1 Forewarn'd him therefore, leaſt in time he were 


© Metempſychos'd into ſome Scotch Prebyter. 
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ITo the Memory of the moſt Ins 
ftrious Prince G EOR GE, 
Duke of Buckingham. 


YN the Dread Summons of commanding 


Fate 


Sounds the laſt Call at ſome proud Palace Gate 
When both the Rich, the Fair,the Great,and High, 
Fortune's moſt darling Favourites muſt die g 
'Straightat the Alarm the buſic Heraulds wait, 
To fill the ſolemn Pomp, and mourn in State. 
Scutcheons and Sables thea make up the ſhow, 
- | Whilſt on the Hearſe the mourning Streamers 
flow, 
With all the Rich Magnificence of Woe. 
| If Common Greatneſs theſe juſt Rites can claim; 


| What nobler Train muſt wait on Buckinghars ! 
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| Whea ſo much wit, Wit's orcat Reformer dies; 


3 The very Muſes at thy Obſequies, 
Þ. (Fhe Muſes, chat Melodious cheerful Quire, 


* Whom Miſery cou'd neer-untune, nor tire; 


” 'Y Ws | "—_ at * 


| But chirp in Rags, and even in Dungeons ſing, ) | 

; Now with their broken Notes, and flagging wing, , 
q To thy ſad Dirge their murm'cing Plainrs ſhall(” 7 
F bring. 

b Wit, and Wit's God, for Backingham ſhall mourn, Þ| 4» 
< And his lov'd Lawrel into Cypreſs turn. 


Nor ſhall the nine ſad Siſters only keep 
' This mourning day; evenTime himſelf ſhallweep, 
4 Andin new Brine hts-Hoary Furrows ſteep. 
| : Time, that ſo much muft thy great Debter be, 


* . 
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5 As to have borrow'd even new Life from thee, 
Whilſt thy gay Wit has made his ſullen Glaſs, 
Ard £: Gious Hours with new-born Rapturespa(s. 
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on ſeveral Occaſions: 
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What tho' black Envy with her Ranc'rous Tongue, 
And Angry Poets in imbitter'd Song, | 
(Whilft co newTracks,thy boundleſs Soul aſpires) 
Charge thee with roving Change, and wand ring ; 


| Fires, 
'Twas byaſs'd Anger did thy Vertue wrong, 
Thy Wit a Torrent for the Banks too ſtrong , 
| 1a twenty ſmaller Rills o'er-flow'd the Dam, 


» F*Tho' the main Channel ftill was Buckinghams. 


Let Care the buſic States-man overwhelm, 
; Tugging at th'Oar, or Drudging atthe Helm ; 
* | With labouring Pain (o half-ſoul'd Pilots plod ; 
F Great Buckingham a (prightlier Meaſure trod, 
F- When o'er the mounting waves the Veſſel rode : 
- Unſhock'd by Toyls, by Tempeſts undiſmay'd, - 
J Steer'd the great Bark, and as that danc'd he play. 


. 


% 


—— 


CR 


Nor Boundsthy Praiſe to Albion's narrow Coaſt, 
' Thy Gallancry ſhall forcign Nations boaſt: 
The Gallick Shoar, withall the Trumps of F ave; 
Toendleſs Ages ſhall reſound thy Name, 
When Buckingham, Great CHARLES Embaſſador, 
With ſuch a Port the Royal Image bore; | 


So near the Life th'Imperial Copy drew, | 


Aseven the Mighty Louis cou'd not view 
With wonder only, but with Envy too : 
4 His very Fleur de Lys es fainting Light, i 
| Half Droop'd to ſee the Engliſh Roſe ſo bright. 

Let Groycling Minds of Nature's baſeſt Mould; 
Hog and adore their deareſt Idol Gold. 
Thy nobler Soul did the weak Charms defie, 
| Diſdain'd the Earthy Droſs to mount more high. 
© Whilt humbler Meric on Court Smiles depends, © | 
+ For the gilt ſhow'r, in which their Fove deſcends I 
b-S Tinh 


on ſeveral Occaſrons. 79 Y 
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Thou mount'ſt to Honour for a brayer end, ? 


What others borrow, thou-cam'ſt there to lend. 

"es Did'ſt ſacred Yertues naked ſelf adore, 

And left her Portion for her ſordid Wooer, 

The poorer Miſer, how doſt thou outſhine, 

He the World's Slave, but thou haſt made it thine. 
Great Buckinzham's Exalted CharaQer, 


That in the Prince liv'd the Philoſopher. 


or; 


' Thus all the Wealth thy gegerous Hand has ſpen:, 
Shall raiſe thy Everlaſting Monument : 
So the fam'd Phenix builds her dying Neſt, 
Of allche richeſt Spixes of the Eaſt: 
Then the heap'd Maſs, prepar'd fora kind Ray; 2 
- Some warmer Beam of the great God of day, | 


Does in one hallow'd Conflagration barn, 


A precious Incenſe to her Tuneral Urn. 


$- Sothy bright Blaze felt the fame Funcrs! Door. | 


= A Wealthier Pile than old Masſol.25 Tomb. 


Cir; 


— 


—— 


; Onely toogreat, too proud to imitate, 


' Thepoorer Phenix more ignoble Fate : 
Thy Matchleſs Worth all Succeflors defies, 
| And ſcorn'd an Heir ſhould from thy Aſhesriſe ; 
| Begins, and finiſhes that Glorious Sphear, 
' Too mighty for a ſecond Charioteer, 


\ 
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.on ſeveral Occaſions. 
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1 be 1270 Ways R coulus the IR oman 
was put to Death by the Cartha- 
g1NIANS. 


Hen the bold Carthazinian 
Fought with Rowe for Dominion: 
Little Re2 was ta Ne in the Quarrel 
They led him up Hill, 
And fore *eainſt his Will, 


; They tumbled him down in a Barrel. 
The other way 
/ v 81/0 s oa yo 


When the bold Carthasinian 

Fonzhe with Rome for Dominion, 

* Little Reg was ta'nc ig the ftritc ; 
When bis Eye-lids they par'd, 

Good Lord how he ftar'd 

And cou'd not go to ſlzep for his Liſe, 


G 
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* Cxlia's Welcome into the Country 
' from the Hurry of the Town. 


R/T fair Cel/a, tO this calmer Cell, b 
Where, now thou'rt here, ten thouſand 

Graees dwell. * 4 

* Thus Fove once came into th' Arcadien Plain, q 

* Andlodg'd his Godhead with an humble Swain. 4 

” Thus came bright Yenus to Anchiſes Bed, 4 

And thus from buſic Heav'a to her Adonis fled , ; 


Amidſt chefmiling Lawns, and ſilent Groves, 

To feaſt with undiſturb'd Delight,the happy Youth 
ſheloves. | 

Thus you, dear Maid, to my poor Cell repair; 


So like the Gods, inall you do, you are. 


Oh! that our Bodies cou'd more cloſe unite, 


3 A 
* Thanthoſc of Salmacis and Jphrodite! . 


| be ſeveral Occaſions. 
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No more then ſhou'd I ſigh, no more complain, 

No more in abſence be conſum'd with Pain - 

Believe me, Calia, all the time you're gone, 

My anxious Days, and ſleepleſs Nights, make ore 
continu'd Moan : 

For as a Turtle thar has loſt irs Mate 

In mucmucing Coo's condemns its cruel Face z 

Penſive I wander thro*the conſcious Grove, 

To find the Truant Fugitive, my Love, 

But when my fond purſuit is fruitleſs made, 

My mouroful Sighs, 611 all che lonely Shade; 

A Thy F reſence all my bootleſs Sighs deſtroys, 

And bleſt with thee, I hope no vaſter Joys. 

K cive C4lia, give me all thy Heart, 

Full of thoſe mighty Rapcures you impart : 


Þ When I lie panting on thy chrobbing Breaſt, 
Ahtd let the fond Emth»ſisft freely take che felt, 


G z Dz 
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POEMS 


De Czlia ©» Cupidine. 


Vidit Amor dominam, ſtupuit, cecidere ſagitte; 


Armavit ſeſe Czlia, fuzit amor, 


Englih'd thus : - | F 


Love Celis ſaw, and down his Arrows threw, 
Shearm'd her ſelf, th'aſtoniſh'd God withdrew. k. 


Mentule verba ad Dominanz. \ 
* 


Hei mibi ! quam variis diſtrinzor, Lesbia, Fatis ? 
{ 


Uror, & 4 noſtro manat ab igne Liquor, tr 


Sum Nilus, ſumq; Arn ſimul; reſtringite Flammas, 


O Lachryme, aut Lachrymas cbibe, flumma, meas, 
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A Familiar Dialogue betwixt Stre- 
phon and Sylvia, 


By the late Lord Rocheſter. 


STREPHON. 


> TLYI1A neer deſpiſe my Love, 
For COLON'S mightier Dart, 
My Force and Vigour you ſhall prove, 
Will reach your panting Heart. ; 
To Fools ſuch Monſters Nature ſends, 


For want of Brains, a dull amends. 
\ 
STLFHI A. 


Content your ſelf with what's yourdue ; 


Him, you excell in Wit 'cis true, 
But COZD)W has his Merits too. 
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F Wit is but Words, and Words but Wind, 


That dallies with a wanton Mind ; 


As Zephyr's gegtle Breezcs play, 
Wich my extended Limbs in May : 


Bur you methinks, ſweet Sir, ſhou*d know, 


: ; 'Tis Subſtance that prevails below. 

| Toeach then his juſt dole Pl give, 

With you Ill talk, wigh him Ill— | 
Your Wit ſhall raiſe my ſtrong Deſires, 


Sy 
And be ſhall quench their raging Fires, 
Thus both your Merits I'll unite, 
Yon ſhall my Ear, heepleaſe my Appetite. is 
'0 
STREPHON. 7 


> This ſaid, with ſpeed the curſed Birchretir'd; - } 


| And lefe me with juſt Iodignation fir'd ; 


& Duttaughc in Woman's proſtituted Schools, 


F That Men of Wit, but Pump for — — Fools. 


Azzolt We 


Againſt, and for Life. 


' Aut non naſci, aut quam citiſſume mort. 


—*Tis my Birth-day, and I'll heep it, 
' With double pomp of Sadneſs. 


Encath the mournful Yew, oppreſs'd with 
Grief, 
Slvanus thus deplor'd the Woes of Life. 


Oh Zife! thou III, that all our Sorrows braves, 
Thou Carnaval of Fools, thon Mart of Knaves | 
£Oh Life! thou pedling Shop of wretched Toys, 
| Tcdious thy Pains, but ſwift are all thy Joys. | 
| (For ſo Men call the Intervals of Woe) 

We hope thy Pleaſures, but thy Pains we know. 

| | Thou Soveraign Ill, which fond Opinion guards 
: 1 Mich endleſs Tortures, and as long Rewards; 
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| CE was form'd by Hypochondriac Brains, 

To patcii i oy zatter 4 Eaſe, and ſooth' thy raging | $ 
'"ains ; 1 

Fur likeill Med'cines by worſe Quacks appiy'd, I}. 7 


Ic but inflam'd, and made the Wounds more wide, | 5 
Tl'impoſing Cinic Yirzve vainly ſtrove, / 
From {mooth to rugged Paths, ro make us move: 
Feiv Proſclytes it had, yet made thoſe Slaves 

'To rich imperious Fools,and [ordid thrivingKnayes, 

*Till by oppoſing till the common Stream, / 


Tc loſt its fubſtance, and now's only Name, , 


Next GRACE advanc'd, and with an Airdivine, $ 1] 


Reſolv'd corrupted Nature'to refine, : 
Whatcer it was in its robulter Age, \ 
It does but weakly now its Foes centage. 

GRAC CE faintly rives againſt our wild Deſires, 
NATURE E thruſts on amain,and routed Gra'e retires, 
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Whencer they meer This ſtill to that gives place 
So ſtrong is NATURE, and ſo weak is GRACE ; 
| The only Good in this alone does lie, 
; Not to be born, or ſoon as born to die, 

Strephon the Gay, who heard his Friend complain, 
Advanc'd, and thus effay'd to eafe his Pain, 


For an Ill we can't help, 'tis a Madneſs to 
L grieve, 
And if Life's an Ill, but a ſpan 'tis we live; 
| Then prithee, fond Shepherd, no more of this Sor- 
row, 
"| Let's leave theſe ſad Shades, and to London to 1 
: morrow ; 
Where we'll drown this prevoſt'rous whimſey of 
Thinking, 


= Inlaughine and play in Love, and 200d drinking. 
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| It Cynthia prove coy, let her pine for herfolly , 
t | We'll laugh at her Pride, and defie Melancholy 

* Since for the dull Chink, honeſt C—/ or 8—», 

] With Nymphs fair as ſhe, and more loving, can fit 
| one; 

| Nymphs brighter than Gold, more ſparkling than 
Wine, | . 

"Whom their Trade, and their Forms for Pleaſure de- 
| fign, 

} If Life bean1ll, good Faith, never ſpare ir, 

| Giyec its Nights to foft Love, and its Days to brisk 

_ _ Claret, 


on ſeveral Occaſrns. 


On FOR TUNE. 


By the Duke of Buckingham. 


þ Ortune made up of Toys, and Impudence, 
"” That common Jade, that has not common | 
Senſe 7s 
- But fond of Buſineſs, inſolently dares 
Pretend to rule, yet ſpoils the World's Afﬀairs, 
| She flutt'ring up and down, her Favours throws 
On the next met, not minding what ſhe does, 
Nor why, nor whom ſhe helps, or injures knows , 
Sometimes ſhe Smiles, then like a Fury raves, 
| And ſeldom trul y loves but Fools and Knaves : 
| Lether loye whom ſhe pleaſe, I ſcorn to wooe her. 
1 While ſhe ſtays with me, I'll be civil to her ; 


2 © Bur if ſhe offers once to move her Wings, 


0 fling her back all her vain Gewgaw things z 


- Ing 
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1 And Arnvd with Virtue will more Glorious ſtand, 
3 [Than if che Bitch ſtill bent ar my Command: 

- IN marry Honeſty, tho' ne'er ſo poor, 

| Rather than follow ſuch a dull blind Whore. 


II ms 


On a Tom Scotch Parſon. 


( 
| . 
3 By Mr. Dennis. f 
x 
, 


> A Canting Scot inthy vile Sermons preaches, 


By thy lewd Life the Devil his Do&rine 
reaches ; 7 
| Thy Flock is damn'd , for what confounded Sor 
j Will got believe the Devil before the Scot * 


VP DOGG TER | Ck _ 
on* ſeveral Occaſrons. 


The Enjoyment. 


By the Marqueſs of M. 


_ now my Sylvia is as kind as fair, 


Let Wit and Joy ſucceed my dull Deſpair,” 
Oh! whata Night of Pleaſure was the laſt! 
A large Reward for all my Torments paſt , 
- Andon my Head, if future Miſchiefs fall, 
This happy Night ſhall make amends for all - 
Twelve was the happy Minute that we met, 
And on her Bed were cloſe together ſet , 
\'Tho' liſffning Spies might be perhaps too near, 
: Love fill'd our Hearts, there was no room for Fear. 


Now whilſt I ſtrove her melting Heart to move; 


| Wich all che pow erful Eloquence of Love 


þ tn her fair Face I ſaw, the Colour riſe, 


4 ; od an'uouſual ſoftneſs in her Eyes ; 


p s A 4 


Genely they look, and I with Joy, adore 
. That only Charm they never had before. 
; The Wounds they gave her Tongue was wont 

\ to heal, { 


# But now theſe gentle Enemies reveal 
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E A Secret, which that Friend would fain conceal. 


| What the forbids, Love does by Signs command, 
+ Languiſhing Looks, and preſling cloſe iny Hand, 
 AndT her Cypher quickly underſtand. 

& My Eyes tranſported too with Amorous rage, 

* Seem'd fierce with ExpeRation to engage - 

, But faſt ſhe holds her Hands, and cloſe her Thighs; 
And what ſhe longs to do, with frowns denies, 
A ſtrange Effet va fooliſh Woman wrought, 
Bred in D#{zuiſes, and by Cuſtoms taught. 

L Cofiem, that all the World to Slavery brings, 
* The dull'Excuſc for doing (illy things: | 
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on ſeveral Occaſions. © 
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Coſtow, which Wiſdom ſometimes over-rules; 
But ſerves inſtead of Reaſos to the Fools : 
So Sylvia by the Method of her Sex, 
: Is forc'd a while her ſelf and metovex. 
But now, when thus we have been ſtruggling long, 
My Strength grows weak, and her Deſire grows 3 


ſtrong. 
How can ſhe chuſe but let the Conqueror ine 
\ {| He ſtrives wichout, and Love betrays within. 
Her Hands, atlaſt, to hide her Bluſhes, leave 
_ The Fort unguarded, ready to receive 
My fierce Aſſaules, made with a Lover's haſt; _ 
Like Lightening piercing, andas quickly paſts 2.1 
- Thus does fond Nature with her Children plays ; 


; Firſt ſhews us Joy, then ſnatches ic away. 


| L - Tis nor exceſs of Pleaſure makes it ſhort, 


> The pain of Love's as raging as the ſport;. 


P92 


Andyeralas ! that laſts, we fizh all night, Cc 
With Grief, but ſcarce one Minute with Delight. [7h 
Some little pain might check her kind deſire, To 
- Butnot cnough'to make her once retire, An 
| Maid's Wounds for Pleaſure bear, as Men for praiſe, Shi 
Here Honour heals, there Love their ſmart allays. I Th 
The World (it juſt ) would harmful Courage blame, In 


And this more innocent Reward with Fame. Sh 


When ſhe refleds upon her conquered Womb, Wi 
© Somany Terrors paſt, and Joys ty come; Bu 
Whoſe Harbingers did roughly all .remove, - The 
; T omake oreat room for oreat Luxurious Love * IUShe 
1 "Pleas'd with the mit y Gueſt her Arms embrace JTh 


My Body, and her Hands a better place, 


| Which with one touch, ſopleas'd, and proud does 


grow, 


> Ic ſwells beyond the Grafp chat malesir (© , 


0 ſeveral N-c1hongs, 
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Continenicac ſcorns in any ſtraitcei Walls, 

{. Than thoſe ot | ove, where it contented falls, 
Tao' twice overthrown, he morc 1041am d docs ri'e, 
And will co the laſt Drop fizhr out the Prize : 

She like ſome Amazon in Story proves, 


IF That overcomes the Heroc, whom lhe loves, 


> [lr the cloſe Fizhr ſhe took fo great delivhr, 

She then could think of nothing but the Fight, 
With Joy ſhe laid him panting ac her Feet, 

But with no leſs did his Recovery wect : 

Her trembling Hand firſt geacly rais'd his Head, 
She almalt dics for fear that he is dead * 

Then binds his Wounds up with a buſt Hand, 
And with that Balm cnables him to and 1 


5 . Þ Tull by her Love ſhe conquers him 0::ce more, 


And wounds him deeper than ſhe did be'ore ; 
Yn 


- 


| Tho' fallen from che cop of Pleaſures Hill, 


Wich Longing Eyes we look up thither (till, 
"ml It Still 
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IJ Still thither our unwearied Wiſhes tend, 

” Till xethar height of Happineſs aſcend 

8 By gentle ſteps; the Aſcent it ſelf exceeds 
| All joy, but only thatto which it leads. 
Firſt, chen.o long and lovingly we kiſs, 


2Sitlixe Doves we knew no other Bliſs, 


—_—  & ww > ky Ctan-x * 


Sc:ll in one Mouth our Tongues together play, / 
WH iſt wanton Hands are pleas'd no leſs chan they, Y B 
Thus cling'd together now a while we reſt, "Þ M 
Breathing our Souls into cach other's Breaſt : Ir 
T hea givea gentle Kiſs of all our Parts, 

While chis beſt way we make achange of Hearts, |} A 
Here would my Praiſe, as well as plcaſure dwell; In 
Enjoyment's ſelf I ſcarce like halt ſo well: 
The little this cones ſhore in Rage and Strengeh, 


3 1glargely recompenc'd with endleſs Length, 


- 
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This Pleaſure would remain, if we could ſtay, 


But Love's too eaper to admit dclay, 

And hurries us with Speed {o ſmooth away, 
Now wanton in our joys we nimbly move. 
Our Plia:it Hands in all the ſhapes of Love ; 
Our Motions, 1.0t lice that of percer o0ls, 


Whoſe active Body ſhews their heavy Sou's z 


Bu: Sports of Love, in which the willing Mind, 


Makes Men as able as their Hearts 4c kind , 
That Love would caſe us of our eager t irc, 


Which, with ſuch aRive 7 eal we now require ; 


Atlaſt we force that Bleſſing we defire. , 


Ia Women's Mynes Men labour with creat painy 
And thus we Heav'n with Violence obtain, 
Oh! Heav'nof Love, thou Moment of Delight | 
| Wrong'd by my words, my Fancy docs thee Right; 


{FMcchinks I lic all meltiag with her Charms, 


A d faſt lock'd up within her Legs and Arms, 
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Bent are our Minds, and all our Thoughts on Fire, 
Juſt labouring in the pangs of fierce Deſire, 
Aconce, like Miſers, wallowing in their Store, 


In full Poſſeſſxon, yet deſiring more. 


eral Uccaſions. 


on fe 


ny 3 
By Mr. Mottcux. 


WY: Frantick Winds with Fury blow, 
And Plough, and ſhake the fickle Main, 
The workingBillows (well, with dreadful noiſe they 
flow, 
_ {| To Vales and Hills they turn the liquid Plain - 
T heir 00zy Beds profoundeſt Waters leave, 
As if the Sea's proud Brood, like Earth's,wou'd ery 
Textinguiſh and confound the Glories of the Sky. 
Their bold Gygantic Heads they proudly heave, 
+ O'er Mountains rival Mountains ſoar, 
And foam, and rave, with horrid Roar, 
But ſoon cach ſ{ollowing ſurge its leading ſurge con- 
trouls, 


Succeſfively puſh'd on, the fluid Mountain row!s, 


| And daih'd and ſpent, dies on the Shoar , 
£ H 3 Buricd ; 
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Buricd and loſt in th*univerſal- Tomb, 


— 


Its vaſt maternal Womb, 


So in Life's dubious Courle, 
Wild Fortune's ſhocks the Soul diſturb, 


With their impetuous Force 


Swell'd by ics Pow'r, the Paſſions rage, 


No bounds the ſoaring Will can curb; 


Prefumpruous Minds dare Heay'n engage: *« 
But crowding Years puſh on, and-forwards drive, 
Till hyrricd on, vain Mea arrive 
-- On Death's inevitable Coaſt, 
 Whereall, diſſoly'd to duſt, in Nature's Mas are'F 


; loft, 
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The FLEA, out of Ovid. 


Houliccle Inſect, canſt thou prore 
So great an Fnemy to Love, 
| Thus to moleſt the beauteous She, 
Whoſe Frame was ſpoticſs, but for Thee ? 


Fve trac'd the Footſteps of thy Wroas, 


And now purſug thee with my Song. 


Baſe Vermin ! that delight'ſt in Blood, 
And juicy Virgins tre thy Food , 

p ' Thoſe Spors, the Trophics thou haſt won, 

Now ſeem to bluſh tor what is done; 4 4 

And when thy Gorge is fill'd with Gore, 

(Her Veins contain the richeſt Store; ) 


'Thous&Mardlin ſhed'ſt repenting Tears, 


#Black as thy (elf, their Stain appears: 
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F!:ou doſt invade her flumb'ring Hours, 
And re»b'ft her Reſt, as ſhe docs ours ; 

*Tis then thou wand'reſt o'er the Plain, 

V\ here we employ our Thoughts in vainy 

Her Lips, Breaſts, Knees, T highs, all is free, 


As free as open Air to thee, 


Py 


Ic grieves me, when think that Blik, 4. | 
Without Fruition, ſhould be leſs, 
While on her Couch th'extended Dame, 
Wiſhing a Partner of her Flame, 
Juſt as ſhe dies, when none is nigh, 
'Thou boldly doſt arrack her Thigh ; 


Nay. impucently Car'ſt invade 


The ſweet Receſs for others made , 
»* 
> Improvideutly, without Guſt, 


: Thou'rt made a Denizon of Luſt, 


on ſeveral Occaſions. 
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Now let me periſh, butmy Foe 


Is much the happieſt thing I know 

T'; ſhape, tho! ſtrange, muſt be the Dreſs, 
To which Orinda gives accels: 

Thus mask'd, I ſhall diſcover more, 


Than all my Conrtſhip did before, 


If Nature won'd transform my Shape, 
And ſuffer me to be thy Ape; 
But on condition, to reſtore 
The Features which I had beforeg RR 
Id try if Magic Charms could moye 
Such wonderful Effeds of Love, 


It Med'cines be as ſtrong as they, 


I'll preſently commence a Flea, 
And what Medea's Charms have done, 
Or Circe's Druggs, is fully known. - ©-77 
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Suppoſe the Change——-this Pilgrim dreſs, 


] Conveys meto the Goal of Bliſs, 


F Upon th'extremities I ſtand, 

- And theace ſurvey the Frumis'd Land, 
With falence and with bafte I ftroye 

; To ſhade me in the ſacred Grove ; 

| Where unperceiv'd, and ating nought 

” Of Harm, fave what was in' my Thought , 
"I break the Chains of my Diſguiſe, 

- And Manhocd Shoots between her Thighs 
 Perchance the Dame with Fear o>preſt, 
E Will call me Monſter, Villain, Beaſt ; 

| Threatning to call aloud for Aid, 


E When ſqueamiſh Honour is betray'd , 
+ Then if Intreaties fail, muſt I 


*Dwiadle into a Penſive Fly. 


on ſeveral Occaſuns. 


When that is o'er another Scene, 
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Preſents me in the Liſts agen 


Then I invoke the Cyprian Dame, 

To be propitious to my Flame 

And all the Heav'aly Pow'rs t'expreſs 
Their & are of Lovers in Diſtreſs , 


Sighs, Pray'rs, and gentle Force combine, 


To make the coy Orinda mine z 
| Sheto my Wiſhes yields her Charms, 
And hugs the Torn-coat in her Arms. 


ſence. 


By Mr. Dennis. 


Never was inclin'd to range, 


Till you from Love and me did fly ; 
+ Your cruc} Abſence made me change, 


E And for a meaner Beauty die, 


* Me an inferiour Beauty fir'd, 
| Her Eyes ſupply'd your abſent Eyes 
* So when the radiant Sun retir'd, 


Earth's ſbort-liv'd Fire the God ſupplies. 


To SYLVIA: An Excuſe for 
* baving lovd another in ber Ab- 


But 


on ſeveral occahons. 
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But when his everlaſting Rays 
Again ſhine forth divinely bright ; 
Strait Elemental Fire decays 
Half quenche by Golden Streams of Lighe. 


To Phebus then we turn and gaze, 
And the deſcending God admire z 

And let, to bas in his bright Blaze, | 
Our glimmering fickly Flames epire, 


Abroad to meet his Beams we run, 
Beams that reviye us as they burn ; 
Alternate Breaths ſack in the Sun, 


Alternate Breaths his Praiſe recurn, 


Filo POEMS. 


| Whoc'er too much that Pow'r can praiſe, 
By which he lives, by which he ſings: 
: Hail! thou that doſt inſpire my Lays, 

| Thou brighteſt of refulgent things, | 
. Thou warm'ſt my,Heart,. and chear't my Eye, 
* With Godlike Hints thou fir ſt my. Soul , | 
E When thou art abſeat, till I die, 

* - Thy Motiogs all my Life controul. 


: Theſe two laft Stanza's ( ſays my Frimd) 
; Meant of che Suty, are hardly true 
b But nothing juſter &'er was pena'd, 

If, Sylvia, they were: meent of you. | 
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No trus Love between Man 
aid Woman. 


A 10, no,—'tis not Love—You may talk till 


Dooms day, 


If you tell me tis more than meer SatisfaQion z 


11] never believe a Tittle you fay, 

Tho' Baxter and Oates were the Heads of your : 
Faction, 

- The Poets therefore were a number of Owls, | 

To make ſuch a ſtir with 'a -Baby-face God i | 

While they ſer poor Priapus to ſcare the wild | 


Fowls, 


That rules with a far more Scepter-like Rod, 


% 
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| 'Tis true, he may ſometimes be blimdly put to'r, | ? 
| But che Bow and the Arrows are-(..rely his due, 
* For when that his Arrows are ready to ſhoot, T 


* /- They make the more pleaſing woui.d of the two! 


| -*T was he was the Father of all the Graces , 


For he's the beginning and end of our wooing; | TI 


} Your Smiles, and your Ogles, and alluring Gri- 
$ maces; T| 
They all do but end in Feeling and Doing, 


; When a Man tp a Woman comes creeping and } Ye 

| bes cringing, | 

And ſpends his high Raptures on her Noſe and 
Fo 


her Eyes $ 
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E fTis Priapss inſpires the Talkative Engine, 
bh, Aad all for the ſake of her Jilly white Thighs, 


Your 


ks 
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on (ewerdl Occaſions. 
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Your Vows and Proteſts, your Oaths all and ſome, 
Axk Solon, Lycurgws, both Learned and Smart 
They'll rell you the place from whence they all 
come, 


Is halfa Yard ndfbclow the Hearc, 


| There's nothing bur Vertue the Obje@ of Love, 


| Nor Beauty nor Colour Love minds in the leaſt : 
They're only the Idols of Pleaſure, by Fove, « 
Where clyAltar's Deſire Priapus High Prieſt, - 


Your Lips, and your Eycs, with their Diamonds 
and Coral, 


þ 


Are only like Capers and Samphire in Pickle; 


For talk what you pleaſe, 'tis he: Men adore all, 
* That has the beſt Fiddle Priavys to tickle, 


- , 
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1 Now if ſhe be rich, 'tis the Portion he'd have, 
|  .. Ora Coach and fine Cloaths, that her Laye do 
encourage ; 
; But alaſs! if either do cither deceive, 
Love preſently cools li a Meſs of Beef Por: 
ridge. 


; Then if this be your Love, the Devil take 
Love, v 
Where Self-SatisfaQtion isall the deſign : Fi 
| Butlet me have that which all Men approve, [x 


An Angel in Parſe, anda Glaſs of good Wine. 


on feweral Occaſions. 
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A Satyr againſt Poetry. 


In a Letter to the Lord D.— 


ET my Endeayours, as my Hopes, depend 

6 ” On you, che Orphan's Traft, che Muſe's 
Frieud : 

The Great good Man, whoſe kind Reſolves declarg 
Vertue and Verſe, the Object of your Care, 
W hen hungry Pocts new abdicate their Rhimes; 
For ſome more darling Folly of the Times. 
$——— 1 and — TI hcre forbear to name, 


E, , 3 . 
;Condemn'd ro Lawecl, tho' unknown to Fame # 


FE 


Recanting S—le brings the tuncful Ware, 
bs. X Ll 
_ © Which wiſer Smithfielddamn'd to Sturbridge-Fair g 


Proteſts his Tragedies, and Libels fail 


£40 yield him Paper, Pcnny-Loaves, and Ale 


EL 2 And 


And bids our Youth by his Example fly, 


The Love of Politicks and Poetry , 


"2nd all Rctreats, EXCEPT New-hall, refuſe, 


To ſhelcer tuneful D-—'$s. Jockey Muſe. 


Is there a Man totheſe Examples blind, 
To chinking Numbers fatally cnclin'd , 
Who by his Muſe, wou'd purchaſe Mcar and Fame, 
I Andin th* next Miſcellanics plant his Name ? 
| Were my Beard grown, the wretch I'd thus adviſe, | 
> Repent, fond Mortal, and be timely wiſe. 
3 Take heed, be not by gilded Baits betray'd, 
C.io'sa Jile, and F ega/us a Jade, 


By Verſe you'll ſtarve, Foln* Saul * The Cambridge Bell. 


man, a Pactaſter, 


x cou'd never live, 
- Did not the Bell-man make the Poet thrive. 


E- © rather to ſome little Shed, near Paul's, 


E «cl Chcu;»Chaſe, and Baxter's Salve ſor fouls.” + 
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on ſeveral Occaſions. -— 117 
to 


Cry RarcA/ ows, ſing Ballads, tranſcribe Yotc : 


Be Carr, or Kerch, or any thing but—Yats. 
» 
Hold, Sir, ſomc Bully of the Muſcs cries, 


Methinks you're more Satyrical than wiſe, 


Yourail at Yerſe indced, but rail in Rhzme, 
At once encourage, and condemn the Crime, 
" — True, Sir, I write, and have a Patron too, 


To whom my Tributary Songs are due : 


WT) 


Yer, with your leave, I d honeſtly diſſwade 
Thoſe wretched Men from Pindus's barren Shad-. 
Who,tho' they tire their Mule,and rack theirBrai'!s 


With bluſt'ring Heroes, and with piping Swain-, 


Can no Great- Paticnt-giving-Man engage, 


To fill cheir Pockets, and cheir Title Page. 


- Werellikethefe, by angry Fate decreed, 
& By Pcnny-Elecies to gct my Bread, 
I 3 | At 
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And want a Meal, unleſs George crooÞ and 1 

4 Con'd ſtrike a Bargain for my Poctry , * 

T'd damn my Works, to wrap up Soap & Che; ) 
Or furniſh Squibs for City Prentices 

To b: rn the Pore, and celebrate Queen Beſs. 

But on your Ruin ſtubbornaly purſue, 

| Herd with the little hungry chiming Crew , 

3 Obtain the airy Title of a Wit, 

1 And be on free-coſt, noiſfic in the Pir, 

Print your dull Pocms, and before 'em place 

q A Crown of Lawrel, and a Meagre Face, 

And may juſt Heav'n thy hatcd Life prolong, 
Till thou (bleſs'd Author) ſeeſt thy deathleſs Song 
| The duſty Lumber of a Smithfield Stall, 

And find'ſt thy Piure ſtarch d toſtubborn Wall, 

4 With Torn Armſlrorg, and the Prodigal, 
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May no kind Country Grammar-School afford 


Who ſtows you in kind truckle Garret- high, 


- Yet know, he'll wiſely ſtrive Ten Thouſand Ways, 


on ſeveral Occaſtons. I19 
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And to compleat the Curſe ——— 
When Age and Poverty come faſter on, 


And ſad Experience tells thee thou'rt undone g 


Ten Pounds a Year for Lodging, Bed and Board: 
Till void of any fixct Employ, andnow 

Growa uſcleſs to the Army and the Plough, 
You've no Friend Icfc but trafting Land-lady, 


Todream of Diuncrs, and curſe Poetry. 


Still I'vea Patron, you reply, 'tis true , 
Fate, and good Parts, you ſay, may get one to : 
Why faith, cen try, write, flatter, dedicate, 


Your Lords, and his fore-Fathers Dceds relate. 


To ſhun a Needy Peet's fullom Praiſe, 


I 4 
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i 


E 
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* Nay, to avoid thy Importunity, 
Neglect hisState, and condeſcend to be 


A Poet, tho' perhaps a worſe than thee. 


CWEY No 


Thus from a Patron he becomes a Friend, 
Forgetting toreward, learns to commend , 
Receives your long ſix Months ſucceſleſs Toil, | 
Andralks of Authors Energies, and Style; | 
Damas the dull Poems of the (cribling Town, | | 
Applauds your Writings, and repeats his own. 

E Thou Wretch, in Complaiſance oblig'd muſt ſit; 
] Extol his Judement, and admire his Wit. | 
Tho” this Poetic Peer perhaps ſcarce know's, 
With jingling Sounds to tagg infipid Proſe, 
And (hou'd be by ſome honeſt Manly told, 


{{c'd loſt his Credit to ſecure his Goid. 
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But if thou'rt bleſs'd enough to write a Play, 
Without the hungry Hopes of kind third day; | 
|} And hepreſumes, that in thy Dedication, 
|} Thov'lt fix his Name, nor bargain for his Stations 
My Lord, his uſeleſs kindneſs then affures, 

And vowsto th'utmoſt of his Power he's yours ; 
Likes the whole Plot, and praiſes c'ery Scene, | 
And play'd at Court, ;twou'd ſtrangely pleaſe the ; 
Queen. | 
And you may take his Judgment are, for he 


| Knows the true Spirit of good: Poetry. Re 


All this you ſee, and know, yet ceaſe to ſhun, 
And ſeeing, knowing, ſtrive to be undone. 
So Kidnap'd Slave,when once beyond Graveſend, 
Rejects the Counſel of recalling Friend ; G 


It 


Is ſold ro dreadful Bondage he muſt bear, 


And ſee's unable to avoid the Snare. 
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| So praQisd Thief, if taken, nc'er diſmay'd, 
: Forgers the Sentence, and purſues the Trade, ; 
Tho' yet he almoſt feels the ſmoaking Brand, ] 
| And fad T.R. ſtand freſh upon his Hand. | 
| 
The Author then wich daring Hopes wou'd Þ 7 

| ſtrive, 
| With well-built Verſe, to k-ep his Fame alive : ] 
F And ſomething to Poſterity preſent, 1 
| Thats very new, and very. excellent, A 

#Something beyond the uacalN'd drudging Tribe, 

* Beyond what BEN cou'd write, orI deſcribe ; 
*  Show'd in ſubſtantial Happineſs abound, 
 HisMind wichPeace, his Board withPlenty crown'd, 1 


4 No exrly Daas ſhoau'd break his Learncd Reſt, E « 

| NoS8cy Cares his nobler Thought moleſt , { 

© Only tirent'ring God ſhow'd ſhake his lab” ng 
Breaſt, | bo 
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In vain we bid dejected $— {le hic | 
The Tragic Flights of Tow'ring Shakeſpear's Wit : 


| He needs muſtmiſs che Mark, who's kept ſo low, 


He has not Strength enough todraw the Bow. 

In vain from our ſtarv'd Sengflers we Mvice, 

| | The height of CoWLEY's, and ANACREON's 
Lyre. 

In vain we bid them fill the Bowl, 

Large as their Capaciows Soul , 

Who, ſince the King was crown'd, ne'er taſted 
Wine, 

But write at Eight, and know not where to dine. 


D-— indecd, and R——+-r might write, 


For their own Credit, and their Friend's Delight: 
 Shewing how far they cou'd the reſt outdo, 

As in their Fortunes, in their Writings too, 

There was a timezwhenOTFAT charn'd the Stage, 
* OTWAT, the Hope, and Sorrow of the Age: 
% When ® 
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| When the full Pit, with pleas'd Attention hung, . |, | 
* Charm'd oneach Accent of Caftalio's Tongue: 
1 With: what a Laughter was his SOZDI1ZR read ? 
| How mourn'd we, when his FAFFIER firuck, and 


ble: | 
” Yer this great Poet, who with ſo mach Eaſe | q | 
; Still drew his Pen, and Nill was ſure to pleaſe: 
: The Light'niog is leſs lively than his Wit, | 
| And Thunder-Claps leſs loud; than thoſe o'th' | ] 
4 Pizr : 


Had of his many Wants much earlier dy'd, 
> Bur that kind Banker B—- (upply'd, 


. And took for Pawn the Embryo of a Play, 
4 Till he cov'd pay himſelf next full third Day. 


Were Shakeſpear's ſelf alive again, he'd ne'cr 


| Degenerate toa Poet from a Payer. 


We I% 
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Fornow no Sidzeys will chree Hundred give, 
That needy Spencer. and his Fame may live z 
Þ None of our poor Nobility can ſend 

| | To his Kings-Bench, or to his Bedlam Friend. 
Chymiſts and Whores by this great Lord were fed, 
(Theſe by their honeſt Labours carn'd their Bread;) b- 
But he was never ſo expeaſive yet, 
To keep a Creature meerly for its Wir. 


, | - But now your Yawning prompts me to give oe, 


Your humble Servant,Sir-—T've done—no more. 
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EPIGR A M. 1 


By Mr. Killingworth. 


” TJ yUgh 79m,— how doſt come by theſe horrid 
| Capriches, 

* Artaſham'd of thy Face, that thou pull't down thy 
Breeches ? t | 
| For whatis it clſc, tho' we laughar the matter, 

- Toquit pretty Yerſrox, and white ſorry Satyr ? 7 
q Thou'd(t done well enough, had'ſt thou ſtuck to I; 
; pure Rhyming : 


F Let Slovens mind the Sence, you Beaux's mind the | 


__ chyming, f 


1 Sweet before was thy Fame, but now by dull Þ 4 


thinking, 7 
| Methinks che Perfume is quite yoided in ſtinking. | 1 


To. & 


on ſeveraÞOccaſions. 
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To the Infinitely loud e Memory " 
þ my Deareſt—-—- 


A Paſtoral. 


THYRSIS, ALTHA A. 


Fneath a ſilent Grove's diverting Shade, 
Where lofty Trees a pleaſant Viſta made 
 Thyrſis, and kind Alrhes, mournful pair, 
» | He Brown, but young, ſhe young, but Heav'nly 


Fair ; 


> | Yetmore ally'd in Woes, extended lay, 
 Andin ſad Ditties ſpent the tedious Day : 
| & Melania was their Song, Melania late 
Arcadia's Glory, whoſe untimely Fate 
* Drew Floods of Tears from ev'ry Shepnerd's s Eye, 
jy And rugged Satyrs wept by Sympathy. 


. 
as. 
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Good 


* Good Corydon,who rang'd the Fields and Groycs 
# To fetch the hindmoſt of his ling'ring Droves; 


* Obſcrv'd 'em gazing in a Peaceful Ring, 

3 To hear Althea and her Thyr ſis ſing; 

: NoStalls no Fodder miſt, butall around, 

| Stood exſtaly'd with the Melodious found; 

> While in Alcernate humble Rhymes, to Fame 

| They conſecrated dear Melenia's Name, | 
And flattering Echoe's airy Notes return'd te\ 


FF fame. 
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No morc let teeming Earth's fair Boſom yield, 


4 Her bloomy Sweets to deck the ſmiling Field , 


F Nomore let yonder Stream forlake its Head, 


- Towaſh our fertile -Mcads ; Melania's dead ! 
* 
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ALTHEA 


| Mclania's Boſom nobler Sweets could yield, 
Than all the various Beauties of the Field ; 
Soft as theſe gentle Rills, which round us play, 


Not fleeting (0, but far more pure than they. 


ALTHAA 


No more let Leaves adorn the drooping Trecs, 
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But on their Boughs eternal Winters freeze; 
Let Roſes all their bluſhing Glories ſhed, 
And Lilies hang their Heads, Melaxis's dead ! 


THYRSIS 


Melania in her pleaſant Youth outvy'd 

The leavy Groves in all their verdant Pride : 
\Ruddy as bluſhing Roſes newly blown, 

| And by her Whitgneſs, Lilics loſt their own; 
K THYB- 
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THTRSIS. 


Heark what a ſullen ſilence ſpreads the Grove, 
Oace the fair Scene of harmleſs Joys and Love, | 
3 The Sylvan Chorns tune their Throats no more, 
' Butin ſoft Throbs Melania's Fate deplore. 


' ALTHA A. E 


*T was here whea the Divine Melanis (ung, 
'.On circling Trees the Sylves Chor hung 

© Around her Head, and with her Heav'nly Voice, 
| In Symphony made Woods and Hills rejoyce. 
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ALTHA A. 


* Arlarge, no more our trembling Lambkins play, 
; Nor frisking Kids thro' the wild Foreſts ftray, 

* Nor hasmy Thyrſis ſeen the ſportive Fawns La 
of late, run skipping nimbly o'er the Lawns. F? 
NOT "> 
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THYRSIS. 


Safe were our Lambkins, ſafe our Kids and Fawns; 7 
| When her bright Eyes ſecur'd the Fields & Lawns, 
No ſtrowling Wolves would near our Sheep-Coats | 

ſtray, : | 
But fled like Midnight Ghoſts before the day. 


TIHTRSIS. 


Has not Al:h4s ſcen our Milk-white Cow ? 

How fair her Eyes,how large and ſmooth her Brow 
How gently ſhe won'd to the Milk-pale come, 
Woo'd by her Neighbouring Herds, and lov'd at 


home. 
f 


ALTH AX A. 


- 


$4A OwecterBeaury fill'd Melarii's Eyes; 
+ Her Forehead did with nobler ſmoothaeſs riſe 


R-. 
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| The gentleſt Shepherdeſs of all the Plain, 
Admir'd by Us, and loy'd by every Swain. 


ALTHA A. 


, Has not my Thyrſis ſeen Lyciſca's Care, 
*- How fierce and watchful when the Wolf was near ? 
How fige and clean her Shape, how fondly kind, 


þ . Staunch as thy Loves, and fleeter than the Wind : 


THYRSIS. 


| With gallant Scorn, Melania quell'd the Crowe, 
Ofer-aw'd the Wanton, and ſubdu'd the Proud , 
Caſt in the fineſt mold of Nature true, 


And ſwift to Goodneſs, and more kind than you, 


ALTHA@A A. 


* Wherexeer ſhe came, ſhe raiſed a conſtant Spring, 
| Rocks turn'd to Paſtures, and our Kine would bring 1 


Their | 


Or: 


on ſevera ONS. 


Their Udders ſtrutting home, our]Lambs at large, 

With thrifty Fat would their ſmall Limbs o'er | 
charge. | | 

When ſhe went hence the Graſs and Flowers wou'd | 
droop, | 

> | Themournful Swains bencath cheir Carcs wou'd 

ftoop z 

P Her chearful Looks our languid Hopes reviv'd, 


And in her Preſence ſmiling Nature liv'd. 


THYRSIS 


Where-e'er ſhe came,our pregnantEwes would bear, | 
Twins for each Quarter of the changing Year 
 OurBce-hives ſoon with nobleſt Sweets o'erflow'd, : 


And ſhooting Oaks, as if on Tiptoes, food 


To ſeetheir Queen , when ſhe return'd, the Trees | 


Dropp'd their pale Leaves around the lazy Bees || 


K 3 Starvdy 
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{ Stary'd in their empty Cells, our Flocks decay'd, 
| Andall che Muſic of the Plaine was laid. 


ALTHE 4. I 
4 Sweet are or bleating "x. a and ſweet the Cow | , 
I Does breathe,and ſweetly towards her I ellows low, 
| Sweet are the tender Grafs, and painted Flowers, | p 
| And ſweet the Ficld, new daſh'd with pearly I 
Show'rs , 


F 
Sweet are the Banks of yonder Chryſtal Stream, F 
\ 
1 


F And Virgin Loves are adelightful Theme , 
> More ſweet than all is dear Melania's Name, 


Fragrant as Vertue, and more large than Fame. 


-. "THF& SIS. 
| Soft are the Coolings of a gentle Breeze, 
i To weaxied Shepherds, ſoft the murmuring Trees, | I 


EWhen fann'd with eafic Winds, or purling Rills, 


FW hich o'er ſharp Stones, the teeming Rock diſtills; Þ 
Soft 


7 


—_—_ 


Soft are the mournings of the Loye-fick Swain, 


Harmleſs the Sports on flow'ry Tempe's Plain , 


More ſoft, more harmleſs, dear Melania's Mind, 


Fromall the Dregs of common Earth refin'd. 


ALTH A A. 


Pale Death, alas! has ſnatch'd the lovely Maid ; 

In adark Cave the lifcleſs Corps is laid - 

Her Cheeks, no Lilies now, no Roſes grace, 

But Tyrant palencſs revels in their place ; 

While neither Moon, nor Stars, nor Sun can peep 
Throughthe dark Hollows of the waſteful Deep. 


THYRSIS. 


But when around the doleful News was ſpread, 
And the ſad Echoes ſob'd, Melanis's dead ; 
The mournful Swains, their Flocks negleed, lay 
In Tears all Night, in ſighings all the Day ; ; 


K 4 The # 
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2 The gricving Flocks their ſweeteſt Paſtures ſcorn'd, 


POEMS 


* Andfor her Fate their Salvage Tygers mourn'd : 

| ” The whiſp'ring Woods Melania's Death condol'd ; 
' From Hills to Hills the diſmal Tydings roll'd, 
And cach ſmall Rill, ſupply'd by weeping Springs, 


New Floods ſtill to augment our Sorrow brings, 
ALTFHA 4. 


But ſing, my Thyrſss, ſing, what fatal cauſe 
Precipitated Nature's gentler Las, 

To crop hee tender Bloſſoin z had the bow'd 
To the ſharp Wounds of Love's inſulting God 2 
Had Jealoufie &'cr rack'd her tender Breaſt, 


Or torturing Grief her native Strengeh oppreſt ? 
THYRSiS. 


Riſe then, my Muſe, mount on a Rironger Wing, 


I: loſtier Strains, 3:lanis's Yertucs ling : 


: No » 


Zz 


| Bclov'd by all, her ſelf to none confin'd. 


on ſeveral Occaſions. | 
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No common Loves c'er reach'd her Godlike Soul,! 


No looſer Paſſions could her Thoughts controul : 


Jealous of none, to every Shepherd kind , 


Friend(hip alone, that nobler Love, poſlcſt 
The ſoft Receſſes of Melania's Breaſt : 
Friendſhip, that Heay'n on Earth,that ſacred Band, 
\\ hich does bleſt Souls,and happy Gods command: : 
Friendſhip, that rapid Flame, whoſe wond'rous heat 
Diflolv'd the Pillars of irs mouldring Scat; 
But (well'd her Soul with an expanded Ray, 
Toward the brighce Sources of Eternal Day. 
Damon, too happy Swain, her Thoughts embrac'd, 1 
And ſhe the firſt in Damor's Friend(hip plac'd; | 
On hcr kind 2oſom Damoncas'd his Wooes, 
Cn his Melanie did her Soul repole ; 


TheirTears werc ofr,and oft their Smiles combin'd;? 


Their darling Souls thro friendly Glances join'd - 


One 


” « P FE 1 ' of 


$ Ogec Gricf alone, one Joy, one Soul inform'd, 


- warm'd. 

The Northera World, long loſt in Darkneſs ſtay, 
| Withleſs Impaticnce zfor returning Day, | 
} Than without Damon-ſweet Melanialiv'd, 

' Thanfor Melenid's Abſence Damon griev'd. 


> Cursdbe ſuſpicious Brutes, that durſt divide 
; Hearts much by Blood, by Friendſhip more ally'd. 
 Curs'd be thoſe narrow Souls, that can't admie 


, Paſſions above their crazy Thoughts and Wir, 


*  Damonand kind Melania lov'd, it's true, 
| * And tocach other's fond Embraces flew, 

c Their Sympathetic Souls with Ardoar met, 
{ No Jealouſies their preſent Joys beſet : 


” Their Breaſts, one Love their tender Boſoms 


—kt call 
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| But in ſoft Chat they paſt their drowſie time, 
| And neither knew, nor could ſuſpeR a Crime; 


So harmleſs Doves with Cooing mucmurs meet, 

And oft,with their repeated Billings greet g 

Yet all ſecure from Guilt, th w no ſhame, 

Their Sonls ner ſwelFd with thas impurer Flame 

Condemn'd by Vertue,but wich Thoughts as free, 

As the firſt Man in the World's Infancy : 

They pleas'd each other; not thoſe uneaught 
Smiles, 

By which our fearleſs Infant Age beguiles 

4-5c,thians of all their Rage; not that bleft Fire, *+ 

Which does the vaſt Superior World inſpire 

With never-fading Love, had leſs offence, 

Or chaſter Thoughts, or nobler Innocence. 


Melania's Boſom, chaſt as that pure Snow,, 
Which faming Winds from Northern Mountains 
blow: No 


_ » s 
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No untam'd wiſh e&'er knew that Virgin-ſcat, 
Thither no modiſh Follies durſt retreat , 

But ſacred Innocence there built her Neſt, 
Richer than all the Spices of the Eaſt, * 
Sweeter than Odouggfrom thoſe wond'rous Fires, 


Wherein the Phoenix, now tull-aged, expires, 


Damon's maturer Age to Vertue's Lore, 
Submiſſive long, the deep Impreſſions bore 
Of ſweet Melania's Goodneſs all his Breaſt ; 
The fair 14:45 of her Soul poſſeſt , 
His Heart no Lawleſs Fancies &er could move, 
Fill'd with his own Aſr4's boundleſs Love ; 
Aſtrez too Melania's Soul poſleſt, 
Aftres, with Melania's Love, was bleſt, 
While Love and Friendſhip Damor's Heart divide, 
NoEbb c'er {lakes his double riſing Tice , 


on ſeveral occaſions. 
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But both Poetic, lofty Dreams outflew, 
Chaſt as Aſires's, as Melania's true, 


But jealous Fools diſturb'd their envy'd eaſe, 
Nor can the Rules of ſacred Briendſhip pleaſe 
Unnurcured Souls, whoſe groyeling Fancies rove 


Only on ſenſeleſs Luſts, and Brutiſh Love. 
CY 


And as from that huge Elm, which ſhades our 
Cell, 
Broke by a Storm, the ſpreading Branches fell, 
And torn from their old Trunk, and unſupply'd 
By native Sap, ſoon dropp'd their Leaves,and dy'd; 
So fell Melania, ſo the bluſhing Flowers 
Of Poppies ſink, oppreſt by haſty Showers : 
The G owlſlip fo when co the Sithe it yields, 
In its own Sweets enbalm'd, perfumes the fragrant 
Fields, 


AL--* 


rTOEMS 


ALTHE 4. 


Sach is thy Voice, my 7hyrſis, ſuch thy 9ong, 
; The Verſe ſocaſic, and the words ſo ſtrong, 
That ſhould the Gods of Love and Muſic joyn; 


Their Harmony, my dear, mult yicld to thine. 


| Not drooping Plants love more the gentle Rains, 
 Orpretty Nymphs to trip it o'er the Plains, 

> Or wearied Swains in cooleſt Shades to ſleep, 

1 Or Damon o'er Melania's Hearſe to weep, 

t Than I to hear my cuncful Thyrfis ſing, 

And tomy longing Ears her deareſt Name to bring, 
| And if jaſt Fame thy Ruſtic Muſe can give, 

| Or Vertue from Oblivion's force regjeve, 

* Ever Aelanis's Love, and Praiſe, and Name, ſhall 


live. 


The K 


on ſeveral Occaſtons. 
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The Tempelt. 


A Frag ment. 


WW the next horrid Scene ſalutes their 
Eyes, 

And nothing they diſcern but Scas and Skies, | 

Nor theſe to6 long , for now black Clouds ariſe, | 

Contending Winds from ſeveral Quarters roar, 

And riſing Seas rowl to the foaming Shoar, 

The Clam'rous Saylers climb the rattling Shrouds, 

And horrid Thunder rends the bellowing Clonds; 


Flaſhes of Fire, with their amazing Light, 


$crike through the Gloom, and interrupt hel 
Night, « 
The hideous deep reſtoring to their Sight. | 


y Vows : 


* 
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' Vows like themſelves, loſt by the Winds their 


form, 


POEMS 


Their Pilot quits the Helm, their Pilot now's the 
Storm - ; 

Fate on amain with the next Billow rowls, 

- Adarhp like Death, ſtrikes thro* their Limbs, and 


Horror thro* their Souls, 


on ſeveral Occaſions. 145 " 


SC 


To the Sacred Memory of Charles 
c the Firſt. 


'ÞF Ail,Glorious Martyr! Saint triumphan:, Hail! 
1 Fix'd now above our ſordid Earth, 
Ble(s'd with an immortal Birth, 
Lovely, gentle, ſoft and kind, 
A Royal, ſtill, and a Seraphic Mind, 
Againſt whoſe radiant Head no ſullen Clouds 
prevail, 
- Hail, thy great Maſter's parallel ! 
He too was born a Prince, divinely pure, 
| From1lls wichia himſelf ſecure, 
But from abroad, purſu'd with all the Storms of 
Hell. 
I ſee, I fee the wond'rous Infant fly, 
Array'd with Godlike Majeſty. 


L 
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The Winds and Clouds his little Frowns obeyz 
Andbright Angelic Guards attend him all the a 
Thoſe happy Subjects ſtill attend cheir King, 
And all around their Hallelujahs fing 3 
With their great Maſter's Lot content, 4 
In an inglorious Baniſhment, 
While impious Slaves ſtand of his Throne poſleſs'd, | 
By every Fiend ador'd, andevery Rebel bleſs'd. 


See where the Youth returns / his wond'rous Eyes, 
Bright as that Lightcſom Orb, which gilds the 
Skies, 
His Shape Divine, incffable his Face, 
Above the Charms of Human Race, 
Caſt in a perfect Mould, 


I he Lines all eake, and the Figure bold - 


147 
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By an unerring Artiſt's Hand deſign'd, 

Y; To repreſent in Fleſh and Blood, 

As far as a material Subſtance could, 

| The lively Image of his own Almighty Mind , 

Cloth'd all withGoodneſs,and adorn'd withLove, 

| Wiſe as the Serpent, harmleſs as the Dove, 

d, | And kind as every Influence above. 

Art his Command a ſudden Calm ofer-ſpread 
WE: The rolling Seas, 

s. | And ev'ry fierce Dilcaſe 

he Before him fled, 

And with . his mighty Voice he rouz'd the flum- 

_ bring Dead. 

All Nature this Hand ſubmiſdly bow'd, 

And Hell ir ſelf his facres Pow'r gllow'd, 

While with: a: thouſand Miracles he try'd 


| To cicurate his Rebel's boundlefs Pride : 


38 
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Yet all' ſo good, fo kind, fo free, 
As none could cer cffe& bur he, 


T he- glorious Central point of all the Deity, 


Burt Man, th' unhappy cauſe of his own dreadful 
Woes, 
No bounds of Reaſon or of Prudence knows , 
But with a wild unguided Soul, 
Does all his own Felicities controul, 
And tho' in Shades of horrid Night, 
He gropes and pores, and longs for Light, 
Yer when ic comes,he gapes & ſickens at the {ight | 
So the fam'd Jewiſh Rabbins wond'ring ſtood, 
Cruſh'd and &erwhelme'd withiGood,::: 
Blind with Light's invading Beams, | 
Drunk with Mercy's flowing Streains, © ( 
And mad with their own ſenceleſs Dreams; $ 
* Not their own Monarchs Rights, or Influence un- 


=> derſtood, 


«&*: % 
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__ Hark 
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Hark how they curſe! Hark how the ſlaves revile, 


Their Lord, and Ermine Innocence dehile / 
Oppreſs him with a thouland Lyes, 
A chouſand filly Crimes ſurmiſe, 
Now in a friendly ſmooth Diſguiſe, 
And then as ſurly Enemies, 
A thouſand Rebel Arts and Stratagems deviſe; 
While he, the Tyrant and the Traytor, ſtands 
Obedient to his own Rebellious Slaves commands, 
He too the mark of common Scorn was made, 
Kils'd by a Fudas, and betray'd, 
Charg'd with a fond Deſign, 
Their ancient Policics to undermine, 
Slily co introduce the Roman Power, 
And make Exotic Rites Fudan Schemes devour , 


Accugsd, condemn'd, rais'd to the fatal Tree, 


SW YV MN 


Branded with ſhameleſs Infamy, 


L 3 And 


® 
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E - And Malice ill purſu'd his ſacred Name. | 
| Thea to be trace, orjuſt, or kind, 
To be to Chriſtian Laws confin'd, | 
To own their Soveraign Prince, or ſtrive 
To keep his Honours, or his Rights alive, 


Expos'd to danger, and expos'd tO Shame, 


But the Day breaks, the ſullen Gloom withdraws; 
And Death reſcinds his Perſo-Median Laws ; 
= His Bars, his Chains, his Rockcy Walls give way, 
> Andjocund Angels bleſs the riſing Day ; 
Up to the Palace of the Skies, 
Oa humble Clouds the mighty Conqueror flies : 
The Crown, the Scepter, and the Throuc, 
All chang'd;, ne Croſs, no Reed, no Thorns were 


ſcen Z 
wv 


But, with a {weet Majeſtic Micn, 


Fair Love ſtill in his Eyes triymphaac ſhone, 
| None 


Y) 


| And pale the trembling Parricidal Rabble flew; 


| But the mad F icnds themſelves were huſh'd _ | , 


on ſeveral Occafwns. 


—_—_—— 


None preſs'd him now with'a mock Purple load, 


But Silver Light around him flow'd 


No Wounds, no Gaſhes in his Sides appear'd, 
Burt for, his Iron Scepter fear'd. 


Nations together daſhvd in pieces flew, 


No Crimſon Drops fell from his mournful Head, 
But ſprightly Beams his radiant Trefles ſhed, 
And o'er the ſpacious Orb a ſolid Glory ſpread, 
Their Heav'nly Notes the tuneful Angels rais'd, i 


And their triumphant Monarch prais'd. 
Sweet Harmony picrc'd all the Globe around, | ) 


No ſullen Jars in Nature's Calm were fonnd, 


he melodi F 
the me odious ſound © 


—_— — 


And at his Feet we ſee, 


With humble Air, and bended Knee, | 
One cob'd with an inferior Majeſty ; 
Three Royal Crowns bencath him laid, 
Weighty with Gems and maſſive Gold 
A ſnowy Circle does his Neck enfold, 
With Ruby Drops, yet more Illuſtrious made , 
And oft his Eyes, and oft his Hands he rears, 
And ſtill a Suppliants garb he wears, 
bk Heaving Sighs and flowing Tears, 
_ And allche marks of tender Picy and Compaſſion 
bears ; 
*Tis Charles the Good,the Juſt, Charles now no more 
Expos'd co Hyrricancs on a tempeſtuous Shoar , 
Charles of a brighter Crown. poſleſt, 
And nobler Rays his ſacred Brows inveſt, 
Withall his mighty Maſter's fayours bleſt, 


rc 


on ſeveral Occafions. "RY 
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No garbled Senate now, no Rebels dare 

Infringe his Rights, or raiſe a fatal War, 
No bold Blaphemers can diſturb his Peace, 
Or Impious Libels break his envy'd Eaſe, 

But ſtill with ancient Pity moy'd, 

His holy Prayers are all improv'd, 
To beg Heaven's Pardon for a curſed Land, 
Whercall obnoxious ſtill to Heavenly vengeance 

ſtand, 


Ah wretched Land, fince that firſt diſmal time, 
When Honeſty was doom a Crime, 

And pure and undefil'd Religion wore 

The ugly colour of the Scarlet Whore! 

When to addreſs to Heav'n, would give Offence, 


If ic were cloath'd with Gravity or Senſe 


— 


_—_— 


: To gull the Mob on ſome Red-Letter'd D ay, 
1 Embuſiaftick Rapture bore the ſway, 


And Godlineſs in nauſeons Cant, and everlaſt- 
: ing Nonſenſe lay. \ 
* Not God nor Man could due Obedience claim, 
| Butall was waſted in Rebellious F lame, | 
* And pocr St. Paul got a Maliznant's Name, 
When for Religion dear, and dearer Liberty, 

The Dragon's Tail would dare to plead, 
b And raiſe the Members all againſt their Head, 
| On wild pretence of ſtrange Apoſtaſie; 
* When the damn'd Hypocrites within thoſe Walls, 
| | Where firſt our pious Laws were made, 
- Our Laws, our Bodies, and our Souls betray'd, 
AnJ in one fatal Pile, 
Devour'd the Glories of our mournſul Iſle, 


* And ſung a joyful Howl at Britains Funerals , 


Thcn 


we ſeveral Occaſions. 
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1559 
Then guarding Angels left theit ancient Charge, | 
And Hl] broke looſe, and Rebel Fiendsar large, | 
Stalk'd thro' our Streets, and haunted every Field, 

And every Rebels Breaſt, 
Was by a thouſand innate Devils poſleſt, 
And did a thouſand Fruits of He1l-bornMalice yield, 2 
Then on our Palaces, 3 
Satyrs and Dragons, and unnumber'd Monſters 
more, | | 
Could without Oppoſition ſeize, 
And Lucifer on the bright Throne could roar , 
& Then che unthinking Rabble bow'd, 
- To a more various, and more Helliſh Crowd, 
Than Idol-making Zzypt ever knew, 
Or then Chineſes now, or Indian Bramins do 
The Land was delug'd with an impious Flood ; 
And every little SeR baptiz'd in Loyal Blood. 


Hark 
\ Bod, 
in, 
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” Hark how the whining Tribe, with canting tone, 


"Y And many a deep forc'd Sigh, and many an, ugly 


= Groan, 

Invoke thgir God | not him, whoſe powerful Hand 

| _ Doesthe wide Univerſe command , 

; But their own Meloch, to whole fcorching Womb, 

They their own wretched Heirs devote, 
And all the Sons of Yertuc doom, 

| Toclog the bloody Devil's unncaſurable Throar. 

4 Obſerve their heav'd up Hands, and lifted Eyes, ? 

Doletul Sobs and eager Crics, : 

Gay Hypocriſy's diſguiſe. R. 

© Hark how the Pulpit rings, with Fiſt and Voice, 

* A furious Zeal, and a Sextorian Noiſe / 

Thoſe precious Saints ſure have art laſt deſign'd 

| Toſcize by force on Heaven's Imperial Throne, 

? And make the Yaſſall'd World their own, 
By Prayers and Tears combin'd, 


No, 


on ſeveral Occaſions. . 


1977 
No, *tis a Grace, alaſs! before ſome bloody Feaſt, 
A bold Afﬀeont to all the Pow*rs above, 


Tojuſt Obedience, and to ſacred Love, 


Great Charles, Heaven's Repreſentative, muſt be 
The Sacrifice to their immoderate Sandity z 
His Blood a Cordial for a Saintly Gueſt - 
Soto indulge a Brutiſh Court, 
Tovleaſe a Villain, and to pleaſe a Whore, 
The Baptiſts reverend Head was made their ſport, 
. Lopt off by Arbitrary Pow'r , 
"Each Crime firſt from an impious Oath begins, 
That againſt Heav'a defign'd, this againſt Heay'n 


and Kings. 


O for the Gothick Tyrant's dreadful Fate ! | 
Why ſhould the blows of Yen geance large anddeep, | 


Only reach the Regal State, 
And to Rebcllious Traytors fleep ? 
| Struck _ 


ot 
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” Struck with'a frantic Rage, the Monſter view'd, 
3 The Pike's hiige Head, and with his ghaſtly Eycs, 
; He chonghe the Senatorian bleeding Head purſu'd, 
q Hiscafieſt Minutes: at his nobleſt Feaſts, 

: | Murder and Guile: were: all his Gueſts, 

And ſullen Horrors did [his Heart ſutprize : 

| Herag'd, he ſtorm'd, andin his guilty Soul; 

: _ Did ever laſhing Futics row!. 

; Eternal gnawings rack'dhis tortur'd Breaſt, 

, By Hell, and every Devil poſleſt ; 

.: Till chruſt by vengeful Fates, down to an cafcleſs( 
W151i Beſts of) bfgght> 2 | #. 

F Why ſhould I ſpend my Ce Curſesſo ? 

As if the Slaves could ſcape th'incvitable Blow ? 

$ | Alas they fret, they rave ; not their old Mate; / J 

.::5Fhe preaching Porter eerdilclosd.., 1 ';- 
Wil quict;/lefscompos'd 
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"Than the Imperious Villains , rowling Seas, 

| Rouz'd by impetuous Scorms above the Sky, 

; When at cach othersHeads the tow'ringBillows fly, 

| Are huſh'd, and filent all compar'd with theſe, 

Some by Cadmeap broils are cruſh'd, and ſome 

From ling'ring Juſtice have their fatal doom, 
Bur ſtill their Godleſs Heirs ſurvive, 

Heirs to their Crimes, and Aphoriſms too, 

And till their bloody Plots, and dark Intrigucs 

purſue , 

| And ſtill ro damn againa thoughtleſs Nation ftrive ; | 

| Like MidnightW olyes on buriedSaints they prey, 4 - 

Or like Hyena's, ſhun the Day, G 

AndſcatterBlood,and ſcatter Poyſons all the a | 

No hallow'd Ground the Royal Mares can ſecure, 


| Butſacred Moriuments the Brates invade , 
The bloorhing Sweets of Verne Heav'nly pure, 


Can't guard the yenerable ſhade, 
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" Or fragrant Memory ,, 


: But could our holy Villains get the Day; pl 
F And once more raviſh the Imperial ſway, , 
; Charles in his Name again, and Books and Heirs x 
3 ſhould die. 

I ſee the diſcontented Crew, b, 


: The Bratsof Common-wealth, together ſwarm; 
And, deaf to cach obliging Charm, 


& Again. thcir baffled Stratagems renew. 


| $ 
b, I ſee their dark Cabals, and know 
| How deep their gloomy Mines, and Midaight Con: h 
ſults go; 
4 Fi | T] 
& I watch their ſecret motions, and reveal 
E: W hat their Confederate Devils wou'd fain con- | = 
| ceal : 
At 


I ſee the Back-Doors gaping ſtand, 
{The filent ingreſs of the crawling Band : 


» F 


J So the black Gates of Hell anfolding ſhow, 


.\When the grim Fiends co Council go, 


' To raiſe the Ie of che Realms below. 


I ſee their ſofter Arts, their murd' ring Smiles, 
Their wheedlingCourtſhip,and their fawningWilcs, 
And the broad Cameronian Dagger drawn, 
P And tor the wiſh" d Sacceſs, thcir laviſh Souls in 
pawa - 
Yet ſleep ſecnte, ye ſacred Pait : 
$ce where the ficryGuards poſſels the lightſomeAir, 
The ſhining Squad robs all around 
With Victory and Virgin-Trium»hs crown'd, 
They watch the bloody Heart, the murdering Hand, 
----. - Andall cheir Motions countermand , 
While Rebels ſiak by their own weight o'er-born, 
And God and Charles above, their headlong Coun- 
ſels ſcorn, | 
Amen, i. M$ 
On 
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$ On a Gentleman, who had been 1 
T: ». greal P enitent. 


An EPIGR AM. 


HE Sun till ſees, and leaves the Earth to 
Night, 
Still ſets in Waves, that it may riſe more bright: 
 Theſameadyantage your great Penance ſhares ; 


Youriſe a Phebys from a Sea of Tears, 


on feveral Occaſions. 


To bis MISTRESS. 


By Sir John Denham. 


'O, Love-born Accents of my dying Heatr, 4 
(0 Steal into hers, and ſweetly there imparc 
The boundleſs Love, with which my Soul does-1 
ſwell, 

; And all my <ighs there in ſoft Echoes tell : 
Buc if heyH-art does yet repugnant prove 
Toall the Bleſſings that attend my Love ; 
Tell her the Flames that animate my S0.-1, 
The pure, and bright, as thoſe Pr om:1heus Role : 
From Heav'n, tho' not like his by thett,they c 
But a free Gift, by the eternal Doom. | 


How partial, crucl Fair one, are your Laus, 


Toreward th*: ec, yer condemn the Caule ? 


M 2 Coas 
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g Condemn my Love, and yet commend my Lays, 


'That merits Love more,than theſe Merits priaſe : 
YetIto you my Love and Verſe ſubmit, 
Wichout your Smile,thatHope, and theſe wantWir; |, 
Foras ſome hold no colours are in deed, 
But from Refleion of the Light proceed : 
Soas you ſhine, my Verſe and I mult live, 


You can Salvation and Damnation give. 


—_— 
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on ſeveral Occaſions. 
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By Th. Ch. E/4; 
[ 
S I beheld the bright Corinna's Eyes, 

* ® The ſurdy Sprighe of Love begaa to riſc. 
Ah! me, ſaid I, fair Nymph; what is't youdo ? 
You've rais'd the Devil; but will you lay him too 2 
Sayeme, oh! ſaye me by your powerful Charms, 


And take me to the Circle of your Arms, 
I L 


Fear not, ſaid ſhe, this is a harmleſs Devil, 


I'll calm his Rage, and teach him to be civil , 


My, 
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4 Of this incruding Feind I know the Force, 
E 'The longer he contends he'll fare the worſe : 


; Then op'd her Magic Book, and with a Spell, 


E Conjur'd the ſawcy Demon into Hell, 


"on ſeveral Occaſions. 
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S ON Q. 


By Sir George Etheridge. 


I. 


Air Iris, all our time is ſpent 
In trifling, whilſt we dally 
The Lovers, who're indifferent, 
Commic the groſleſt Folly, 
Ah! ſtint not then the flowing Pleaſure 
To ſuch a wretched ſcanty meaſure ; 
Since boundleſs Paſſion, boundleſs Joys will prove: I 


* »Fxceſs can only juſtifie our Loy*, 


- 


Exceſs, in other things ſo bad, 
In Love's the juſteſt Meaſure : 

No other Reaſon s to be: had . . 
Ia that Seraphic Pleaſure. | 

From growing Love, bright Nymphs, your Faces 

Receive ten thouſand ſweetcr Graces : 

My Iris, then, that you may be divine, 

Let your ſofc i lame ſpread Night and Day, like 


mine, 


on ſeveral Occaſions. 
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To King WILLIAM: og 


———Similem que pretvlit tas ? 
Concilio, wel Marte Firum? nuns Brutus amaret 
Vivere ſub Regno tali, ſubmivweret Aulz 


Fabritius, cuperent ipſi ſervire Catones, 


Thus Engliſh'd. 


N Council Wiſe, in War ſo greata Man; 
What Age did c'cr produce, or ever can? © 
Brutus himſelf, this beſt of Kings wou'd Love; 
The wile Fabritizs wou'd to Conre remove y 
AndCaro too, whom Ceſar cou'd not tame, 


Wou'd now a ſubject live with greater Fame. 


"a 


——_——— 


Tr my Friend ae. Charles Hop- 
” kins: On reading his Tranſat: 


ons. out of Ovid and Tibullus. 
By Mr. od G. 


Hus ſweetly once the Love-ſick Orphens ſug, 


When on his Voice the Sylvan» Audience 
4 hung ; | 
| Thus ſmooth his Numbers, and thus ſoft his Song, 
That calm'd the Native Rage of the Infernal 
x Throng.— | 
b—Ah/ no—my Friend, I wrong thy nobler 
© Fame, 
: Je only Woods, Stones, Brutes, and Heltcou'd tame 
And Female Madneſs trove in vain raiſwage, 
| alling a Victim to their Thoughtleſs Rage : 


- a ms a 
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But Thou, can't melt a WoM AN's boundleſs Hate, 


Bendall her ſtubbora Pride,and all her Rage abate: 

Exalc her ſordid M-rcenary Mind, 

And make the Sex ſofc, gen rous, juſt, and kind. 
Go on, dear Youth, wich lucky Omens move, 

Aad teach the Britiſh Ladies how to love. 

Shew e'ry Spring, by which the Paſſions riſe, 

How Aadmiration firſt attaques the Eycs 3 

Thence how it gently does the Heart ſurprize : 

How there ic kindles that unruly Fire, 

That meltsour paſtIndiff renceto glowing hot deſire, 

Shew the miſtaken methods of the Fair, 

| Who drive their ſighing Slaves to curs'd Deſpair., : 

Ah! letthy Verſe more tender Thoughts inſpire, 

And make relentleſs fair Ones burn withequal Fire. 

Like ovid's, ſhall thy PiRure then be worn, 

And the glad Hand of eery Youth adorn, 

Axa ſure Philtre *gainſt his Miſtreſs's Scora. 
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By SPENCER. 


}Hillis is both blithe and young; 
| . Of Phillis is. my Silver Song: 
þ I love thilk Laſs, and in my Heart 


* She breeds full many a balcful Smart. 

E Kids, cracknels, with my earlieſt Fruit, , 
; Igive to make her hear my Suit ; 

- When Colin does approach o'crioy'd, 

F My Hopes, alaſs ! areall accoy'd. 

F WereI nor born to loye the Maid, 

© Yer ſhe calls Miraclesto her Aid. 

1 When ſtormy Stou'rs had dreſs d the year; 
£ In ſhivering Winters wrathful Chear : 

L Fhillis, that loyely cruel wight, 


+ Found me ina dreeric Plight; 


= on ſeveral Occaſions, © 


And Snow-balls gently flung ar me, 
To wake me from my Lethargie, 

Fire I ween there was y pent 

In all thoſe frozen Balls ſhe ſent: 
For, Ah! woe's me, I felt them burn, | 
And all my Soul to Flames I turn, 

Ah! Phillis, if you'd quench my Fire, 


Burn your ſelf with as fierce Delire, 


To SYLVIA 


I, 


\ID you, my charming Sylvia, live 
Where frozen Nature ne'cr inſpires 
Soft Love, or thaws to warm Deſires, 
Yet ſure you wou'd ſome Pity give 
To one condemn'd to fo ſeyere a Fate, 
To bear the rigour of the Night, and what's far 


more, your Hate, 


I L. 
Bright lovely Charmer, lay afide 


This uſele's, this ungratefal Pride, 

That all my Happineſs deſtroys, 

"And robs thee of ten thouſand Joys. 

1 + Letancient Tales of one coy Matroa boaſt, 
I "Thy Charms are not beſtow'd to be for fanſy'd J 
k. Trifles loſt. - IL 
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"or ſeveral Occaſion: 


Fit © 


Thee Nature in theſe Glories dreſt, 

To make the ſighing Lover bleſt : 

_ Afighr of thee gives mighty Joys, 

Far greater ſtill chy- melting Voice ; 

To kiſs thee muſt our grofſer Make refine; 


Butoh! r'enjoy thee! muſt make us grow Divine. 
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An . Imitation of 


Qualis nox fuit ills dil D:eq;! 

Luam mollis torus ! Haſinus calentes , 
Et transfidimus hing & hinc labellis 
Prrantes animas ; waler Cure © 


Mortalis ego fc c perire cepi. *: * Petronii ſat, 
Foc, ' ; 
H! whata Night was that, ye Pow! rs Di- 


vine] 

| Whenllay lock d within her Arms, ſhe claſp'd in 
4: —X7 HY 
| OfcrLove's unbeaten Wilds I freely rang'd, 

; , , Whilſt at our Mouths our wand'ring Souls w'ex- 
Kb chang'd. EE, | 
rewelall mortal Cares, in haſte farewel, 


n.now, where boundleſsJoys and Rap:ures dwell. 


ELNIS. 
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